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POOR FISH! 
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Pennsylvania 


ACUUM CUP 


‘CORD TIRES — 





“ae ag ER OTE RSE 





: 
| 
The Vacuum Cup Tread is GUARANTEED not to skid on wet, slippery pavements. 


Pennsylvania Vacuum Cup Cord Tires, Vacuum Cup Fabric Tires, Channel Tread Cord 
Tires, and Auto Tubes ‘‘Ton Tested’’ are sold at STANDARDIZED NET prices, uniform 
throughout the United States. Pay no more for them—do not expect them for less. 


a 





Adjustment basis—per warranty tag attached to each casing: 
i. Vacuum Cup Fabric Tires . . . . 6,000 miles 
Vacuum Cup Cord Tires .. . . 9,000 miles 
Channel Tread Cord Tires . . . . 9,000 miles 
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PENNSYLVANIA RUBBER CO., Jeannette, Pa. 


Direct Factory Branches and Service Agencies Throughout the United States and Canada 
Export Department, Woolworth Building, New York City 
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Drawn by F. Fostex Laxcoun-+ A. ¢ 





“Looxit, Sapte, Looxit tHe Dame with tHe Limousine Bopy AN’ THE ONE-CYLINDER Miunp!” 
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Uncle Rodney’s Moonshine Tobacco 


By Kvuuis PARKER BUTLER 


Author Oo; er / Pigs.” ay é Los or 


HAPPENED to be up in Connecticut in 1939, 


just after 1 had escaped from the desert island 

on which I had been marooned since 1920, and | 

heard that my Uncle Rodney Peabody was still 

alive, so I drove over to Peabody Corners to shak« 
hands with the tough old gentleman. 

Let us be frank: I did not go to Peabody Corne: 
just because I loved Uncle Rodney; | had heard a 
whisper that Uncle Rodney was moonshining tobacco 
growing it on the sly and contrary to the federal law 
that prohibited the growth, manufacture and use of the 
fragrant weed, for, of course, the tobacco prohibitory 
law had long been in effect. I was, as the saying is, 
“dying for a smoke,” and I meant to be real nice to 
Uncle Rodney. 

When I drove up to the side door of Uncle Rodney’s 
farmhouse and tied my horse, the door opened and 
dear old Aunt Selina came rushing out. She seemed to 
be terribly excited, and she poured out her words so rap- 
idly I could hardly understand her at first, but | 
yrasped finally that she thought I was a federal secret 
service man and that she was telling me to hurry into 
the house and arrest Uncle Rodney and put him in 
prison for twenty years, and to do it quickly, before he 
killed himself. When I told her I was not a secret 
service man, but only a well-meaning nephew, she 
crumpled down where she stood—fainted. 

] picked her up and carried her into the house. In 


a 


Lost Soul.” “The Man From °20,° et 


the parlor, seated around the walls like folk at a funeral 
were Uncle Rodney’s six sons and four daughters, look 
ing glum, depressed and nervous. I have seen families 
look like that while waiting for a sick member to pas: 
away, upstairs. 

very now and then one ot the sons would rise 
from his chair and lie flat on the floor with his ear against 
the carpet, and listen. Then he would get up and say 
gloomily, “‘I guess he hasn’t done it yet. Maybe we’d 
best not worry. Maybe he won’t have the will power 
to trv it. 

“Try what?” | asked, when one of Uncle Rodney 
daughters had gone out to try to revive Aunt Selina. 

“Try the tobacco he raised,” said cousin Hiram sadly 
‘Father went and grew some moonshine tobacco, con- 
trary to the amendment to the Constitution, and he’s 
voing to try it today.” 

**Oh,”’ I said with relief. “I thought it was a funera 
It looks like one.” 

“It’s liable to be,” said Hiram gloomily. ‘! smelled 
of that tobacco he grew. How long was I unconsciou 
after I smelled it, 7*Mandy?” 

“Eight days, seven hours and fourteen minutes,”’ 
\manda said. 

“And it was young and tender then,” said Hira: 

‘Vell him what pa’s cow did, ’Mandy.” 

“The cow ate some,” said "Mandy 


"Tell him what she done,” said Hiram. 
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Drawn by L. C. Patwren 


Mrs. Quiggs—Merciful Jehoshaphat! It’s gettin’ so it ain’t safe for a body to step out of th’ house! 


grasping the arms tightly. It 
was evident he had caught a 
whiff of the tobacco, for his 
face was a curious pale green 
like a young apple-leaf, and 
perspiratu 1 stood on his 
forehead in beads, but around 
the mouth he was white—as 
white as new snow. 

Three doctgrs—the one 
from Peabody Corners and 
the two from South Higgum 
—stood near him, but they 
wore gas masks, so_ they 
were fairly safe. The one 
from Peabody Corners had 
the pulmotor. Dr. Micksell, 
from South Higgum, had the 
stomach pump; Dr. Dusen 
bury had the hot-water 
bottles and the smelling salts 
and was in charge of the 
ipecac, camphor, lysol, car- 
bolic acid and mustard plas- 
ters. 

*T will, by heck, I will!” 
Uncle Rodney was repeating 
over and over, and every 
time he said it he put out a 
hand toward the pipe, but 
each time he hesitated and 
drew back. 

“T got my will all made 


‘She ate part of a leaf of pa’s tobacco,”’said Amanda, _ out and signed,” he muttered. “| ain’t afraid.” 

‘and then she went and chased pa’s bull out of the “If you are, I’m not,” I said and reached for the 
pasture and bit a piece out of grandpa Peabody's marble pipe, but Uncle Rodney was too quick for me. He 
stone monument.” picked up the pipe, put the bit between his lips and 

‘And died,” said Hiram. struck a match. The three doctors bent their knees 
“And died in convulsions,” Amanda agreed. like racers preparing for a sprint. Uncle Rodney held 
‘And you are leaving that old man—your father the match above the bowl of the pipe, took one long 
to smoke the tobacco alone’?”’ | askedin horror. “Shame puff and turned a bright indigo blue. He jerked back- 
on you! Where is he?” ward, leaped from the chair, whirled rapidly six times, 


“He ain’t alone,” said Hi- 
ram, “‘and he’s down cellar, if 
you want to know. We ain’t 
a’minded to see our dear, old 
father suffer like he’s apt to. 
You can, if you’re that cruel 
minded.” 

So I went down cellar. In 
the dining-room, as I passed, 
Aunt Selina was still stretched 
out on the couch’ uncon- 


scious. 
Uncle Rodney was not 
ilone. In the middle of the 


ellar was a small table and 
on the table were three leaves 
of Uncle Rodney’s moonshine 
tobacco, and a pipe into which 
part of a leaf had been 
rammed. There were several 
matches on the table, and p00 oy 8. B. Foie 





Incle Rodney ook of grimly , , 
Uncle Rodney, a le k er hi Real Estate Agent (to prospective purchaser)—An’ that 
stubborn resolution on mts ain’t the only thing—Sh-h! It’s whispered about there’ 
face, sat in a windsor chair, booze buried somewhere on the place! 

© 


and fell to the floor of the 
cellar, stiff as a log and as 
inanimate as a stone Buddha. 
Instantly the three doctors 
pounced upon him and began 
working with frenzied haste, 
only uttering a low word now 
and then as they stepped on 
each other, while from the 
room above came soft moans 
of woe as my cousin Hiram, 
his ear to the floor, reported 
what he could hear. 

They told me afterward 
that one whiff of Uncle Rod- 
ney’s moonshine Connecticut 
tobacco floated upward and 
reached Aunt Selina’s nose, 
and she instantly revived and 
started for the pig- pen with 
a carving knife to slaughter 
the hog. But it was three 
days before Uncle Rodney 
came to and was able to sit 











in a twelve-cylinder speed wagon equipped with bumpers, shock 
absorbers and spot light. 

Twenty years ago dad and mother wore darned socks and 
stockings, mended clothing, and half-soled shoes. 

Today they wear pure silk hose—and they would be shocked 
if the neighbors should see mended places in their clothes or 
half soles on their shoes. 

‘Twenty years ago son donned a pair of blue denim overalls 
and did the chores morning and night. 

Today he arises too late in the morning to do any chores 
and at night he finds it impossible to do any work around the 
house because he’s invited to “sit in” a game of penny ante. 

Twenty years ago sister tied a red bandanna handkerchiet 
around her head and dusted the furniture and swept the floors 

- Today she has an early-morning appointment at the beauty 
parlor, a date with her girl chum to attend the theatre, and 
expects to get her new silk dress from the dressmaker’s in time 
to wear it tonight when Joe calls. 

Twenty years ago the family was content to sit in th 
kitchen and breakfasi on vot cakes and coffee. 

Today the family eat: breakfast in the breakfast room or thi 
dining room—a light breakfast of grapefruit, ham and eggs 
cereal, waffles and coffee. 

And we wonder why we’re always broke! 





Quite Fitting 


Drawn by W.O. Wirso~ + A.C. - ° oe ° ° 
ar *Tis said the quail is quite extinct, 


re old Bilyun interested in that proposit ou made I do not care a jottle, 
‘Bes tn che fenet, Ble wan't oae mare teteretel thane It’s just as well the famed hot bird 

waiter is after he’s got his tip.” Should go with the cold bottle 
ul When he did sit up he was still rather weak and The Same Thing 
trembly, but his eves glowed with triumph. Barr—1 hear that you are leading a double life. 

“By heck,” he said, “ ! don’t let no prohibition in- Carr—Not exactly. It’s costing me double to lead the same 
terfere with me when | make up my mind to have _ life I led years ago 
tobacco.” 

He had to rest awhile before he could say any Sob Stuff 
more, and then he said: “This book is damp. Yet evidently it is not just from the 


‘It’s got the real Connecticut aroma all right!” press.” 
He had to rest another while, and then he said: “Nope. The girls cry so over that book we simply can’t 
“But it ain’t quite got the strength the good, old _ keep it dry.” 
Connecticut leaf used t 
3° 
have. 


How Times Have 
Changed 
By HiAR VEY ] Kol 


y* ENTY years ago mother 

was satistied with an old 
zinc wash-board and a_ hand 
wringer that clamped onto 
battered wash-tub. 

Today she sits complacently 
beside the electric washer, with 
wringer attachment, and eats 
two - dollar - a - pound bon-bons 
while she reads the society sec- 
tion of the morning paper. 

Twenty vears ago dad was 
content with the  flea-bitten 
old gray mare and a squeaky 





buggy. 
Today he is not satisfied un- 27" ’v Koss Westover 
less he can go forty miles an hour Pronipition Pirates: THE New Menace to AuromosiLe Tourists 
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Good-Bye 


By Warry Irving Suumway 


NE of the most difficult feats in conversation i 

putting the bye-bye in its proper place and let 

ting it lay. People simply cannot say good-by« 

in a final manner. We put a tail on our conversatior 
ind then build a head on it 

This ad infinitum habit is just terrible on us fellow 

ho have vivisected telephones. We go to the phone 


1} 


vith a half-formed idea of calling up a friend. On lifting 
the receiver to the ear we find a feminine voice saying, 
Well, good-bye, dear. I'll see you tomorrow morning 
it ten-thirty.”” Whereupon if we are men of acute 
alibre we sit down and light a half-hour cigar and smoke 
t up before venturing near the telephone again. Had 
the sweet voice said: “*Good-bve, | am going to Africa 
tomorrow,” there would be a chance. But the voice 
new darned well she would meet a body at 10.30 the 
next day, hence the necessity of saying farewell with the 
roper polishing and tapering off. 

The young man who relinquishes the society of his 


mate under pressure of the peculiarities of the clock is 


the prize Hubbard, though. He has special stages for 


the fond farewells better rehearsed than any scene a 


erson by the name of Belasco ever did and with far 
uperior lighting effects. 
He begins by telling her it is late. It is the same 


tragedy it was the night before last only more poignant 


lhe nights get more cruel as they go on. Somebody 





bury Vou. Now 


tas been oiling up the hands on the clock or something 
nd the nights travel on skids She agrees that 


ruel of fate and thev clinch 


The next relay is out by the umbrella stand hye 
hall. With one foot on the floor and the other on the 
head of the tiger skin rug he begins hi good-bye sony 
ill over again in a minor key It is still sad. A sound 
from upstairs suggests that there may be life up there 
ind the move to the door. . 

Here he twirls the door knob to stir up fresh 
houghts, newer ways to express how good-byey he 
eal] feels. It is here that she gets an attack of the 
viggles which are hastily suppressed because it might 


wake up father, and if he does wake he cannot vo to 


sleep again until four o’clock in the morning, that being 
the only hour he can seem to get his second sleep to 
going, and if this does happen there will be hell to pay 
ee if there isn’t! 

If the temperature is above thirty degrees they now 
yo out on the porch which is the only place to say 
yood-bye at anyway and do the thing up with a romantic 
slant. Here he has to have a cigarette. If she is not 
half dead with sleep now, she says he cares more for his 
iid tobacco than he does for her, so there. Whereupon 
the voung night watchman takes it on high and reall: 
begins to say good-bye as if the dark river might be the 
terminal of his journey. 

If there is a hedge on the front lawn they go out 
there, the hedge being still more romantic than the old 
porch. Here he will recite something from Scott and 


nothing can prevent him unless he leans against the 
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NeirueR Do THury Spin 


barberry hedge, if it is barberry. He is going good now 
ind saying good-night as if he could keep it up indefi- 
nitely 

The approaching dawn, the clattering milk man with 

tinkling jewelry, the chance policeman still up, any 
f these may nip the good-night structure in the bud 
He slowly plods his homeward way and she goes blinking 
n to hit the hay 

Of all the indoor and outdoor sports, vood-nighting 

the best--if you can go without sleep and feel like 


Lou Telleven look 


The Merchant of Venice 
With characteristic avarice, Shylock demanded his pound oO 
lesh 
hen, of a sudden, a thought struck him 
“Oh, noble judge,” he fawned, leering; “if it’s all the same 
tu the court, I think I ll take three and a half of granulated 
sugar instead.” 
Not Revengeful 
I sorter wonder why Gabe Slack married again, after the 
. them other three wives of his’n treated him?” mused a 
cighbor. 
\w, I reckon he wanted to show that he didn’t hold no 
yrudge agamst womankind in gener’l,”’ replied Gap Johnson 
1 Rumpus Ridge, Ark 


All Writing 
“Oh, that mine enemy would write a book!’’ 
“Well, our late adversaries are very busy!” 





: a 
ae es 


Placing the Blame 


i} STI ALAND GsiLitILAN 


I—The Wholesale 
H* has been investigated till we're positively sated 
With a plethora of facts to furnish him an alibi. 
Why, to hear his presentation of the present situation, 
Mhere’s a terrible temptation just to comfort him and cry 
When it comes to innocence 


He has all the evidence 
Phat old Jesse James would need to get a passport to the sky 


Il The Retailer 


He has got his clearance papers for his profiteering capers, 
And is freer trom suspicion than the skirt Jule Caesar wed 
Why. he seems to think it funnv we had thought him making 
money : 
On the provender he'd sold us since the cheaper days had fled 
He is innocenter vel 
Chan the wholesale guy, you bet 
And the fellow who produces is as harmless as the dead. 


Iii—T7he Consume 
Now by that elimination and in spite of observation 
We have settled on the guilty guy—we've got the crook at 
last. 
We've confirmed the slimy rumor that the ultimate consumer 
is the woodpile-hidden Afrite for the part of villain cast. 
Let me also pause to note 
He’s so used to being goat 
He’ll accept the insult meekly, as he s borne things in the past. 
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The Banker 


By Cuer SHAFER 


F all the tidy types that 
QO grub the broad com- 

mercial fields for the 
ill-tempered simoleon, the 
banker is the most exquisite. 
He draws the bolts at nine 
in the morning and knocks 
off at three in the afternoon 
and makes enough money 
during the week to carry 
home a three-pound roll of 
dairy butter every Saturday. 
He is well-tailored and 


° e ° Drawn by Russ W estovex 
dapper, with a head full of 


calculi and calculo and an GAME CALLED on Account oF DARKNEsSs 


occasional logarithm. And, 

outside of an Eskirio waiting for his wife to open uy 
the igloo, he is the coldest cob in the present era of 
mundane metamorphosing. A banker presides over an 
austere desk in a heavily-rugged sanctuary and is as 
hard to see as an electrocution. Seeing a banker and 
an electrocution aiso have other things in common. A 
banker is as dignitied and formal as the handshake of a 
diplomat who wants to buy a colonial possession for 
half-price. 

The banker shows up at his best when a patron 
grovels in and requests an extension on a note. He is 
also in good form when the balance has been slightly 
overtaxed by too liberal writing. Writing checks is 
not a form of literature. Any banker will say so. Tau- 
tology in any line is unpardonable. But in that line 
it is ruinou A banker can spot an overdrawn account 
quicker than a native of Miles City, Montana, can pick 
a giraffe out of a flock of sheep. 


Dra by Hawumron Wisames 


Coach—See here now, Jimmy, you’ll have to take your training more seriously. You seem t 


think baseball's ; game 
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Bankers pay four per 
cent. on deposits and rein- 
vest the money. Some of 
them come out even. They 
haven't all the money in 
the world but all the doits 
outside their control circu- 
late too fast for tabulation. 
Bankers play golf. A simple 
method for defeating them 
in this game is for an op- 
ponent to wait for a critical 
putt and then request a loan 
of a few hundred for ninety 
days. Bankers talk in plati- 
tudes on a wide range of sub- 
jects. Some of the most 
important of which are: dis- 
counts, bills receivable, goals 
from touchdown, interest, big casino, par values, double 
pedroes, coupons and honors. 

Bankers have interest-bearing notes and fur-bear- 
ing wives and daughters. They mention collateral 
without faltering and compliment the man who buys a 
certificate of deposit. If a banker claps a fellow-man 
on the back the end is inevitable. When a banker dies 
fie leaves a good will. When his depositor dies his good 
will is buried with him. Bankers wear spats and carr) 
canes. They also speak cordially with plumbers. The 
index to a banker’s character may be found in gold 
letters on the front window. If Croesus had boasted a 
surplus like the average bank of today his reputation 
would have lived through 1917. “The Thinker,” that 
great masterpiece of the beef, iron and wine worker’s 
art; that consummation of the greatest ambition of 
the greatest sculptor; the piece which will survive 
when coal strikes, metaphysical eggs and Ohio’s struggle 
against the relentless, 
quenchless tide, have been 
forgotten, was adapted fron 
a banker. He was caught 
by the carving genius as he 
pondered on the advisabil- 
ity of loaning John Spoot 
$8.65 until payday with 
only an eight per cent. mort- 
gage on a ninety acre farm 
is security. 





Out of Her Class 

Mrs. Goodsole—We really 
should do something for old Mrs 
Everbroke, don’t you think so? 
She’s poor as a church mouse. 

Mrs. W oodby-Swelle —I am 
unfamiliar with the poverty of 
church mice. The church | 
attend draws its membership 
only from the most exclusive 
and wealthy class. 


Always on High 
Dyer—Is your new car a 
good hill climber? 
Ryer—Yes, but it is better 
at running up a garage bill. 








Pru 


OMES to me little Guy, eftsoons; “What mean 
you?” questions Guy; 
full of prunes—what does that signify?” 

I tell him that to give blue prints would doubt 


“you say some men are 


less be in vain; perchance by parables and hints 
I'll make the meaning plain. We meet obnoxious men each 
day, who make our spirits sad; from them we cannot get away 
they throng in every grad 
rhere’s Bunkinson, the gloomy wight, who never wore a 
smile; he hates himself by day and night, and cultivates his 
bile. He bores his children and his wife, with talk of doubts 
and fears; he hates to think there’s joy in life, or anything but 
tears. He hands out protests by the ton, and snivels by the 
hour; he’d like to regulate our fun with drastic laws and dour 
He thinks that groaning has more charm than whistling merry 
tunes; and so we view him with alarm, and say he’s full of 
prunes 
And when this judgment is pronounced on any dreary male, 
from all good circles he is bounced—he is without the pale. 
From joyous haynts he’s shooed away to roam the windswept 
dunes; it is the worst thing we can say—that one is full of prunes 
You know our neighbor, Jephson Jinks; cheap pride sits on 
his face; he is the biggest thing, he thinks, that ever vet took 





“We See Him Sortinc Out His Stocks—Tuat Man Is Fut or Prunes” 


By War 


Iilustration by Raven Barton 
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place. He goes around with pompous strut as though he owned 
the town; and yet he’s but a tinhorn mutt, a human handme 
down. He made a lot of greasy cash in some unholy biz, and 
thinks that every man is trash who has no roll like his. He 
thinks that money rules the earth, and merit is a fake; he has 
no use for sterling worth unless it has a stake. He talks of wealth 
in strident tones, as to the bank he reels; he bores us with his 
song of bones, of roubles, bucks and wheels. 

We see him sorting out his stocks, and counting his doub 
loons, and we denounce him in our walks: “*That man is full of 
prunes.” 

And now there is a frosty air, for him there is no smile; he 
gets the icetongs everywhere, from gents who are worth while 
And now there’s sadness in his glee as o’er his wealth he croons; 
the town has sprung its stern decree that he is full of prunes. 

(And Ganderson, who yearly runs for offices galore, who asks 
his neighbors and their sons to vote for him once more! His 
neighbors know he is no good, an idle, windy chap; while they 
are busy sawing wood, he trails some public snap. He’ll always 
be an also ran though always he’ll aspire; for offices should 
seek the man, and chronic seekers tire. And so the neighbors, 
while they ply their hard-earned forks and spoons, regard him 
with disgusted eve, and say he’s full of prunes. 
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in which one turns one’s toes. 
Ethioman, or flat-foot 





CLOTHIN« 


wrong, while he didn’t exactly suyY SO 
that 
trouble colored people get into—craps 


1 felt 
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\MERICAS 
INDIAY ON 
His Way 
To AN AL 
Fresco 
SLAYING- 
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Arches, Not of Victory, But of Defeat 


By Orson Lowe 


y IRKINS has been having 
Y trouble with his arches \ 
nice enough chap, Firkins 

but inclined to talk perhaps a bit 


about anything which happens 
be the matter with 
seat the affairs 


1 tront among 


the universe 





got in on him handsomely, at 


rate per front foot which 





arches and ankles 

ai 
He says it’s all a matter ol 

Racial, he says 
race: the 


Firkins retells it at an awful loss. 


too much about himself, especially 


to 


him at the 
moment, and for which he bespeaks 


ot 


| suppose Firkins has 
really been having a pretty painful 
time of it; his doctor has no doubt 


a 


would 
make evena real estate man brighten 
up. For this consideration his doc- 
tor has told him wholesale all about 
and shoes, and 


Ciock-! 


Havi 


HAVE 





Wuicu 


Torp-Ovut Dts- 
GRACEFULLY FoR YEARS, 
Gort To REFor™M, 
Like 


the direction 
There's the 


footers, the Malay 


web-foot. 
out, 

(\merican 
toe-in 


scouts 


~Aiys 


DerALer, 


Op Stryie AND 
Suoutp Br 


s Hh 


Firkins believed all the 
overmastering taste lor roost 
— would 
they 
addition | 


ing-chickens et 
obviated il 
had toed in. In 
inferred they might even have 


have been 


been—well, not blondes ex- 
actly but at least several 
shades lighter in color ] 


pointed out to him that his 
\merican Indians, though in 
the foot-races at the human 
race-track, 
tail-enders 


were among the 


and constantly 
getting more so, but he didn't 
hear it. He was saying tnat 
he can tell absolutely by a 
man’s tracks on the ground 
to what race he belongs 
Under his direction I could 


make tracks, graphically lu 


Causasian, 
race, 


Mongolian, or straightahead 


or 

race, the 
or turn 
and the 
Indian or 


race. 


The last 


have 


I 


named are the real old 
they 
doped out just nght, he 
The blacks are all 


it 
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proving this, all around the 


ot this article, 


margin 
Seton-Thompson-Seton 
editor says that sort of 
thing is for books, not weeklies like 
this. 

Firkins says we whites got into the 
habit of toeing out years ago and 
now we're having to suffer for it. I 
remembered that in the old waltz 
“first position” showed the right foot 
going north and the left pointing 
toward the Pacitic and the 
idea was widespread that anything 
criminal. A toeing - in 
pupil would have given the dancing- 
master a fit. Ballet dancers toe out, 
he says, and half a century ago every 
one had to do it to 
“genteel 4s All the 


wise, but the 


Ocean, 


else was 


be considered 
Dickens and 
You'll remember that 


arty Battet-Dancers Turnep Out 
wick does \lso he says the “ Black 
Crook” ladies did 
skirted damsels who made such ex- 
travagant and unconventional ges- 
tures with their nether limbs, the 
forerunners of whole stagefuls of 
girls who have for years cheered the 
tired, or at least restless, business 
man. Yes, they, as they kicked the 
sik hats off the dignified old gentle- 
men, turned their toes away out. 
These, with Dickens and Thackeray, 
then, starting something they didn’t 
wait to finish, nor to see finished, 
have a lot to answer for. I don’t 
know that Firkins would have all 
of Dickens and Thackeray re-written 
and the Degas ballet-girls repainted, 
(Continued on page 30) 
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‘Are You AFRAID or THE NIGHT?” 


The Shortest Way Home 


By J]. A. Waproy 








Illustration by LAWRENCE FELLOWS 


OHN,” said Mrs. Paine to her husband, “I’ve improve my game. Of course I'l. ask him to stay. But } 
asked Jack Wentworth to stay at least anothe: f 1 do you must tell me why you've changed your mind , 
week, and he demurs. Says he doesn’t want to as to him.” 4 
wear his welcome out. I wish you’d insist “He’s the most charming man we've ever had as j 
upon his remaining!” a guest!” 
‘“That would suit me all right,” was Paine’s reply. “Good-lockine—yes. And a corking gollei.” 
‘I'd like to have him here for a long time yet. But do “Golf again! You see nothing else. Don’t you 
vou remember that you demurred to his coming at all know that Jack is thri'lingly vivacious, witty, expert 
hen I invited him?” n a dozen things? He knows so much about matte: 
“JT had a reason. I didn’t fully explain it to you, we are—or should be—interested in. Art, music, thy 
ee rs theatre, books, and all that!” 
“Oh, | knew your reason!” **But he has so little money! That, in briet, was the 
“You did? Well, we shall not go into that now. objection you made when I invited him. And I saw ' 
I knew your reason for wanting him here.” through it to your real objection—Isabel. You were 1 
“Well, I'll go into that. His golf has always been afraid she might fall in love with him.” 4 
fascinating to me. He had always beaten me on club “I confess it. But I see it was a baseless tear. Jack } 
links. I thought I knew my own course well enough to thirty-five, and set in bachelorhood. Isabei insists ; 
get even here, but he’s just the same golf wonder every- more and more upon a career as a writer. She persists 
where. Pity he never enters competitions for cham- that men interest her only as ‘types,’ and that she will 
pionships. He would top ‘em all. And I still want to never marty. I have watched her and Jack closely. 
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They quarrel over books and 
authors, she beats him at 
tennis, they do not agree 
upon the function of the 
theatre, and they are actuall) 
discordant as to music. N« 
two young persons—if you 
can call Jack young—could 
be more uncongenial, al 

though they are polite to eac! + A 
other with all their differ 
ences. I want Jack here for 
his social utjlity, and for en- 
tertainment.” 

“You're like all other wo- 
men in your set. Jack as a guest would be desirable 
to all of them—if he had money. But where they 
have marriageable daughters they watch him as a cat 
would watch a mouse.” 

“Why not? So would | if there should be any danger 
as to Isabel. And you! Why, you’d never think of that 
if you could learn a point in golf! What creatures 
men are!” 

“No worse than women who would keep Jack 
around—with reservations.” 

Paine turned on his heel with a cynical smile, and 
Mrs. Paine’s nose was in the air as she walked away 
She came upon Jack and Isabel, who had been exploring 
a forest upon the estate. Apparently they had been 
quarreling politely, for his face was red and she wore a 
pout as they walked in silence. Paine caught sight of 
Jack and bore him off to the golf course. 

Far away from the Paine place a mountain loomed, 
and Mrs. Paine for days had talked about a picnic 
party to explore the height. Since her first visit to 
Switzerland she had been possessed with a mania for 
mountain climbing at home. She determined that this 
journey should be taken the next day. Major Davison, 
also a guest, and Jack and Isabel were invited to go with 
her. Refreshments 
were packed in a 
motor, and the next 
morning they started. 

The roads were so 
bad that they found 
they could not reach 


b y Russ Westover 


the mountain that j 
day. They were miles 
from home, in a wood —~ 


ed region strange to 
all of them. They 


started to return just ' ie 


before nightfall. At a 
point where three path 
like roads met, Albert, 
the chauffeur, was puz- 
zled as tothe way. He 
involved the machine 
in his confusion, and it 
broke downhopeless|; 
Jack and Isabel 
had discussed many 
things on the journey, = Pr by T. 5. Towsty 


agreeing upon none, Tur Forty-Room House Just Bui_t spy THE NEWRICHEs. 
BLACKED-1IN Portion Suows THE ONLy Parts oF 


and at the moment 


were not speaking to rue House Usep py 
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each other. Mrs. Paine verged 
upon hysterics when it was 
found that they were stalled. 

** Jack,” said Major Davi- 
son, “one or both of us must 
set out for help. We can’! 
stay here all night. It may 
be possible to dig up a ma- 
; chine somewhere.” 

r* Jack’s descent from the 
—_ — motor seemed impulsive. 

: “Why shouldn’t we explore 
these two different roads- 

Fonp or THE WATER youand 1?” heasked, indicat- 
ing the two unknown ways. 

“Albert can go along one. I'll match you to sec 
vhether you or I take the other. One of us should 
remain with the ladies,” suggested the major. 

* All right,” said Jack, resignedly. 

The major was a sport, but he lost. “I shall go 
with the major,” said Mrs. Paine, in a determined tone. 
The antagonistic attitudes of Jack and Isabel had re- 
assured her again. And she and the major took one of 
the roads together, while Albert started to explore 
the other. 

Jack lighted a cigarette, and leaning against the 
nachine asked: “Are you afraid of the night?” 

‘Not in the least,” replied Isabel. Light from a full 
moon filtered through the trees, and an owl set up a cry. 

\n hour later the major and Nirs. Paine reappeared 
in a flivver. Jack and Isabel were not in sight. The 
motor horns were sounded repeatedly, but Albert alone 
responded. His quest had been in vain. 

A fruitless search had been made for Jack and Isabel 

though there had been no publicity—when three 
days later they were driven up to the Paine place by a 
farmer-like person. Mrs. Paine received them with 
restrained excitement. Paine was on the golf links. 

“This gentleman,” said Jack, presenting the farmer- 

like person,“ has been 

very kind to us. He 

found us in the forest 

after you had gone and 

took us to his home, 

but his work would not 

permit him to bring us 

. back until today, and 

the place was remote 
id from transportation.” 
Mrs. Paine looked 
coldly at the man. 

r “Your kindness is ap- 
3 preciated,” she said. 
“T would reward you 
now—but | don’t yet 
know your name, sir.” 

“I’m the Rev. Jo- 
siah Penfield, pastor of 
the Church of the 
Brethren,” he said. “I 
never set a price on 
hospitality, and the 
fee this young man 
gave me was the big- 
gest I ever got for a 
marriage.” 
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The Brush With The Redskin 
Drawn by G. B. Inwoon 
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The Power Behind the Thrown 


By Orson Lowe i 


ATING as thoroughly as we do to betray what may bx 

considered undue curiosity, we’ve simply got to ask wh) 
folks are being thrown into jail. Not that we mind their being 
jailed No, no, that’s not it. God knows, there are peopl 
enough nowadays who deserve it, but why drow them in? We 
don’t like the sound of it. We think there should be a Society 
for the Prevention of Brusqueness to Culprits 

Run them in, push, pull, or bow them in, conduct them in 
usher them in, put them—anyway you like, but don’t throw 
them in. Cut out the rough stuff! 

Did you ever notice that it’s usually the not guilty who are 
subsequently found to have been Mrown in? Yes This, it 
seems to us, makes the matter still worse. Heaven knows (we 
don’t, but we'll yt st take the time to touch wood) it’s bad enoug! 
to be incarcerated at all, but 
throwing--why, the  news- 
paper items would lead one to 
believe the sheriffs and depu- 
ties are all Christy Matthew- 
sons and Rube Marquards. 


. ; ~N 
It’s apt to muss one’s ‘ C ; 





ON 





OF THE WeEs1 


always for the good fortune to be thrown into one of these; 


we have the impression they are for special guests only, and 
not in the receiving-department at all. 
Can’t something be done about this? 


The Change 
By ‘Texnxyson J. Dari 


| I used to be at Dooley ’s the « rowds came surging in, 
Oh jolly b'vs, the whole av them ould Murphy, Dovle 
and Flynn, 
And Shannahan and Rafferty, and all thot foine ould crowd; 
Wid drinking av good liquor the merrimint was loud. 
But now thot ould place echoes wid no roaring argum int 
The sittling av quistions about the governmint. 
No loively little shindies occur there anny more, 
Wid foighting all promsicous and heads bumped on the floor, 
The law has closed the poor 
man’s club, and on this 
od blissid noight, 
t Be gorra, Oi must wander 


home to aven get a foigl 


Out of Service 
Friend—Why have you 


eliminated the word “sur- 
geon’’ from your new sign? 





Physican—I cannot operate 





clothes all up, disarrange one's \ ' 
cravat, whack that prickly 
bone in one’s elbow against 
some hard part of the jail, or 
mavbe dent o e'sderby. Even 
a crook likes to look neat. Drawn by Pact Remy 
True, there are padded pa a a, a 


cells but one cant hope 1 spell ** Onior 


’ 





any more because my right 
hand is crippled from writing 
a! prescriptions for spiritus fru- 
ment. 
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dD i by Heawan Pacoen 


Judgem 


loun A. Srercuer, President ReusBen P. Steicuer, S 1 
Perrrron \iaxwett, Editor 


Wuat Is an AMERICAN For? 


with timeliness: ‘‘What is an American for?”’ He 

is for himself, his home and his country. He is for 
life on the level, peace on earth and a clean shirt on 
Sunday. He is for a heart as wide as Davy Crockett’s, 
a debate as sedate as a New England town meeting, and = of mi 
a fight for the Government as if he stood with the Ark = wears 
of the Covenant at the Alamo. He is for memories that 
reach from the wink of Pocahontas at John Smith to the 
whirl in the Argonne; for a soft word in a hard hour; 
for exhilarating himself upon the water-wagon like 
Pegasus with a piece of mince pie; for love and health; 


‘ 


T° the Americanization of America it might be asked  H. € 


4 


honeymoon: for compulsory, cheerful chicken dinners; 

for restraining irritable orators by cutting their hair Wi) 
He is for a rebirth of simplicity, and for a high trust fim o 

that there is more grist to take to the mill. He is for /Ho 

his heritage of happiness, knowing that flesh is weak 


ents 


\. EF. Rottaver, Treasurer Gr 


J. A. Watprox, 4 


In a hts tory of old Ne 4 York 
lk wore a voke. Times 


it. 


P.XPERT butter-tasters ir 

flavor of the soii over which the cattle have grazed. 
But that is nothing. Expert 
can tell by chewing on a sleeve from which one of our 


* 


! j 
fn a mother nas but one 


Tt fo scnoo che marines 


HREE hundred and ninety couples applied in one 
day for licenses at the New York marriage 
’. of L. notwithstanding. 
locksmiths, but now it chortles merrily in the presence of 
grocers, butchers, ice men and landlords 


bureau, 


Love used to laugh only at 


‘ 


if ws Stated that the vendor 


Hanve Nox the consumer 


l France can detect the 


clothing tasters over here 


or universal service in washing dishes during the  cotton-belt states an all-wool suit came 


fon, ever fime sne farts 


; 


ne is headed tor the i hite 


ind that even the heirs of the patrimony of Charle- A WOMAN who is suing for separation says her hus- 


agne are down in history as Charles the Fat, Charles 


the Bald and Charles the Simple—and he don’t want diamond ring the next.” 


anvthing like that on his tomb 





xand would “abuse her 


* 





pearls. 
AME wardens of West Virginia claim that the 
spirits which revenue officers are pouring into the The ex-K aiser sits most of 
treams is having a demoralizing effect upon the native traddling his chair and gras pt 
fish. If West Virginia’s ss 
tream re alcoholic, ["eoreaty 
vord shculd be sent to »_ [FOR RENT. 
those celebrated rounders Y) 
of the deep, the soused i 
mackerel, the pickled a 
herring and the stewed / ofl 
cel roe | | \ 
* * ‘ {i f 
High prices or no high \ \\ | J} I] 
replace the woo which 15 %. \\AIL ‘A. 
lled over men's eves NSS 
* * ‘ 


: . Drawn by Paci Remy 

\ fat man enjoys one 
distinct advantage. He 
knows exactly where the 
ashes of his cigar are 
\ Damsite More Phan Pete 


going to land 





Perer, Perer, Pumpkin Eater 
He Put Her In A Pumpkin Shell 

And There He Kept Her Very Well. 
Phe Rent Was Raised By Landlord Drew— 


Could Do. 


one day and buy her a 


Very coarse work. He should 
have combined the two and beaten her with a rope of 


the time in an odd posture, 

ng its back and ro king to 
and ‘ro Ne t’s fron 
Holland 


Alas, “The Man on 
Horseback!” 
* , , 
HICAGO women, list- 
4 ing their houses and 
apartments for rent dur- 
ing convention week, ask 
from $800 to $3,000 for 
five days. May they not 
be afraid lest the Re- 
publican steam-roller ruin 
their parquet floors? 
* * + 
Women are naturally 
changeable. Still it is 
easier for them to blush 


than to lose color. 
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Digest of the World’s Humor 
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Novelty—-“I have a novel idea for a 
him play.” 

“What is it?’ 

“The husband and wife in the plot 
have no serious marital difficulties.” 
Detroit Free Press. 


Educational—‘“ You say this is an 
educational film?” 

“Yes,” replied the movie magnate 
blandly, 

‘But it features a ‘vampire.’”’ 

“Exactly. We're trying to make thu 
world safe for married men.’’—Los 


Lge le s Time & 


Underpaid—“‘It doesn’t seem quite 
fair.”’ 

“What doesn't?” 

“This motion picture comedian gets 
$1000 a week and his dog, who does all 
the work and creates most of the laughs 
gets only two or three bones a day.” 


Birmingham Age- Herald 


Natural Handicap-—“Isn't it odd 
that women are so successful in the 
motion pictures?” 

“Why is it odd?” 

“Because it is the silent drama.”’ 


, 


Baltimore American 


His Prestige Gone—*** Rattlesnake 
Bill’ is strangely altered. What’s the 
trouble?” 

“ Bill says if he had known what was 
before him when he went into the movies 
he would have stuck to train robbing 
and kept his self-respect. In the old 
days no man ever talked to him the way 
the director does and lived to tell the 
tale.”’—Birmingham Age- Herald. 


The Soul, of Thrift 
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u m” r “4? ” 
* Bier us ev har 
u "aura 7 ’ rar 
Look here, wv hi ist 


Waiter—Well in | \ I t 
aker uld larg tw d 1 ri 
Ye gettin’ a bar ne l P 
(Par 
That’s So—* There’s a lot of love on 


the screen.”’ 

“Ves: but there is a durned sight more 
in front of it Film Fun 

The Beginning //oy/e—I am writ 
ing a moving-picture scenario. 

Dovle How lar have you pro 
gressed? 

Hovyle—Well, | have begun with the 
kiss at the end.—London Blighty. 


Battle of the Stars 
Battle, battle, movie stars, 
Tell the world your family jars, 
We yearn to know which one got rough, 
(But fear it’s all press agent stuff 


Barber County ( Kan.) Inder 
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Substitute Anointment—lI see that 
a ship was christened with crude oil the 
other day.” 

“Christened? You mean shampooed, 
don’t you + Buffalo Ex pre Ss 


In No Hurry—lt was a big cotton 
manufacturing town in Lancashire, where 
a revival service had been held. At the 
close the minister called upon all those 
who wished to go to Heaven to stand 
up. All rose to their feet with the 
exception of one young man. 

“Don’t you want to go to Heaven 
my triend?” asked the preacher. 

“Oh, ave, I want to go, reet enough,” 
the young fellow replied, “but not wi’ 
this trip.” —London Tit-Bits 

The Passel Post—** Any mail fer me 
today?” asked Si Meddergrass, as he 
came into the Hicksville Pustoffice. 

“Betcha!” replied the Pustmaster. 
* There’s a cream separator, a buggy top, 
a tractor radiator and a wagon tongue!”’ 

Cincinnau’ Enquirer. 


Doomed to Disappointment 
‘Speaking of hopeful dispositions, there’s 
Mrs. Blobbs.” 

“What about Mrs. Blobbs?”’ 

“She’s bought a ouija board with the 
expectation of finding out where and how 
Blobbs spends his evenings.”’—Birming- 


hom Age- Herald. 


Retaliation Lhe Restaurateu 
How’s this? You’ve charged me sixty- 
five cents for a shave. 

The Barber—O, no. I charged only fif- 
teen cents for the shave. The four bits 


is my overcharge.—-Bosion Globe. 
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The Ideal Habitation 
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?” simpered a young maiden. 
him two years ago,” 
the popular lady novelist. 
‘And is he still your ideal man?” 
’ returned the novelist 


OE OO 


—— 


rhe Interrupted Gardener 
so enthusiastic 


tantalizing to go on 
use to anybody.” 


Discord Ahead 
ried his lovely model, eh? 


And they are happy now?” 
He has hired another 


model who's even bett ter se than 1} 





You think only 
» you ever done to save 
other men suffering and misery?” 

I ever done?” growled 


I ll 





Ouch!" My wife 


nounced the Newly 


‘How lorg has she been dead?” 
the Old Married Man 


puirer. 


Oh!—* My husband is going to bring 
me a nice box of candy 
ning,”’ said Mrs. Younghubby. 

‘How do you know? 
it to you?” asked Mrs ’ 
replied Mrs. Young 
hubby. “But we had a terrible quarrel 
this morning! ’”’—Cincinnati ] 


“Oh, dear, no!” 


Severe Test—/ lai 
the acoustic properties 


tested? 


Bensonhurst Why 


wile is testing them 


Yonkers Statesman 


Hard to Satisfy 





1 know what, Daddy? 
Daddy—No. What is i 


Fredd I want to rid 


Brummer ( Berlin) 
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Did he promise 


She Knew—The teacher had writ 
42.7 on the blackboard, and to show the 
effect of multiplying by 1o rubbed out 
the decimal point. She then turned to the 
class and said: 

“Now, Mary, where is the decimal 
point = 

“On the duster, miss,”’ replied Marvy, 
without hesitation.—Dallas News. 


Clever Nancy——Nancy was saying he 
prayers. ‘‘And, please, God,” she peti 
tioned, ‘‘make Boston the capital of 
Vermont. 

‘*Why, Nancy!” exclaimed her shocked 
mother. ow hat made you say that?’ 

‘**’Cause I made it that way on mi 
examination papers today and I want it 
to be right.”"— American Legion Weekly 


Ethel Was Wise—A_ neighborhood 
story down Lisbon way has to do wit 
a father who, one evening when his three 
small daughters were having too much 
fun jumping about and playing in their 
bed, went to the bottom of the stairs and 
threatened to spank them if they didn’ 
become quiet. 

The girls remained quiet for a few 
minutes, then the fun broke out again 

After this performance had been re 
peated several times the father went 
upstairs to carry out his promise. 

Without taking the trouble to light 
lamp the father administered three spank 
ings and went back downstairs 

Next morning the eldest of the girls 
complained bitterly. 

‘I don’t see why you spanked me 
twice,’’ she said. 

**T didn’t,’ the father replied. 

‘**You surely did.” 

‘How could that happen?’’ 

‘After you spanked me the first tim: 
Ethel flopped out under the bed and 
came in at the front and you missed he 
altogether.’’— Youngstown Telegram 


Up-to-Date—*‘ Now, children,’’ said 
the teacher, ‘*I have two apples in my 
right hand and one in my left. Hoy 
many apples have I?’’ 

* About a quarter’s worth,”’ bawled out 


Johnny. Detroit Free Press. 


In the Slums— Sunday School Teacher 

Why was St. Paul released from prison ? 

Muggsey—’Cos his time was up.—C in- 
innatit Enquirer 
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Bitter Disappointment— Old Farmer 
lurmut went to London for a visit, and 
on a friend’s advice, stayed at a quict 
hotel in Bloomsbury. On his return to 
the village this friend asked how he had 


Zot on. 
‘*Rotten!”’ retorted the old chap 
shortly 


“VW hy . weren't they nice to you al the 
hotel?’’ asked his friend in surprise. 

‘*Nice?’’ Old Turmut’s tones wert 
withering. ‘‘Well, if you call it being 
nice to fool a man because he comes from 
the country, they were. Why, the very 
lirst night that I stayed there they gave 
me a big bottle to take to bed, and when 
I unscrewed the stopper there weren't 
anything in it but hot water.’’—London 


luswers. 


Etiguette First—Mother was very 
keen on correct deportment, and never 
lost a chance of instilling it into Ma- 
bel 

‘There’s one important thing, my 
dear,”’ she said. ‘*‘You must never 
point at anything.”’ 

‘But mamma,” objected the girl, 

suppose I am shopping, and don’t 
know the name of a thing?”’ 

“Then let the assistant show you 
everything in stock until he comes to 
the article you desire.’’—S/. Augustine 


Re et rd 


All In the Open—He is a big game 
hunter, and was talking of his happy 
n xperienc es in the out-of-doors. Then the 
talk drifted to old friends. back in the 
old home town 

‘“‘Whatever became of So-and-So?’’ 
one friend asked the hunter 

“Oh, hadn’t you heard? 
jail.”’ 

“You don’t tell me?”’ 

‘Yep, I went down to the jail to set 
him the other day.”’ 

“That was a friendly thing to do 
What did you talk about?’’ 

**Oh, outdoor life!”’ 
News 


Indiana polis 


Drastic Treatment—*‘Do you be- 
lieve in deporting ‘reds’ in government 
ships?”’ 

‘*Certainly not,”’ replied the square 
jawed citizen 

‘*What’s your plan?”’ 

‘*Make ’em swim.”’ 
Herald 


Birmingham Age 


Against the Union Rules 





; a) wr 
First House Wrecker \re ye hurt, Mike? 
Second House Wrecker—UHurt? Ill say I 

im—to see a week’s work ished in thre 


econds!—World (London) 


Economy—‘I wish I knew whether 
my next door neighbor is going to plant a 
vegetable garden.”’ 

‘*Why are you anxious to know?” 

‘*Because if he is I needn’t spend so 
much for chicken  feed.”’ Baltimore 


{mertcan 











Bound to Find Out—S/e—When | 
get to Heaven I am going to ask Solomon 
why he had so many wives. 

He—What if he isn’t there? 

She—Then you ask him.—Boston Glob 


Those Girls—J/dith—Maud Elderby 
has a remarkably fresh complexion. 

Mariec—Hasn’t she? I never saw such 
a young head on such old shoulders 
Boston Transcript 


No Unnecessary Detail— Varcella 
Don’t you think my dress is artistic? 

Waverly Especially so in one princi 
ple of art. 

* What’s that?” 

“The elimination of nonessentials.”’ 
Youngstown Telegram 

Endless Quest" You don’t read the 
daily ‘Health Hints’ any more?” 

“No. Dr. Bilker’s column lacks va 
riety.” 

“How so?” 

‘Most of the queries come from fat 
ladies anxious to lose surplus poundage 
ind lean ladies who want to acquire a 


few curves.””—Birmingham Age-I/ crald 


In the Peanut Mode 
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Letting Nature Take Its Course 











Catching the Blimp-——* What is your 


opinion ol this wonderful de velopment 


n air travel?” 

“Well,” replied Mr. Crosslots, “ for one 
thing it’s going to make commuting 
mighty interest.ng for the next genera 
ion.’’—Washington Star 


The Unfortunate Commuter— [00 


late! The saddest words in all our 
tongue 

Disheveled and weary, the stout sub 
urbanite sank gasping on a seat in the 


railway station, and glared at the rear 


end of the train he had just missed 
lo him came the pompous, [uss sti 
on-master 
“Were you trving to catch that train 
sir?” he asked 


Che panting would-be passenger eved 


him balefully for a second before he hisse: 
in reply 

“Oh, no! I merely wished to chas 
out of the station!’’— Houston Post 


Speed—The Fly had landed on the 
revolving phonograph record and was 

iking a joy ride. 

“Whoopee!” velled the Fly “I'm 
going alt record speed!’’—C incinnati 
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Some Puzzle Mr. Bu 
new in the paper tonight, cde 
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Urs. Bacon Ves: there’s a new puzzle 


in it tonight 
‘Oh, have they change 


road time-tabl again } 
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Stirs Him Up—* Does Senator Snorts 
worthy take much interest in the rumors 
continually flying about Washingtor 


“Not as a rule, but if you want to 
hear him deliver an eloquent harangue 
on the ingratitude of republics, just tell 
him it’s rumored in his home state that 
he’s going to have strong opposition n 
the next election.’ 


Hi rald 


Birmingham Ax 


Riley's Mistake—James Whitcomb 
Riley was nol greatly interested in 
politics, but at one particular time in 
his life he was anxious to vote 

‘If | remember the story as it was 
told to me, a young man whom Riley 
had long admired was running for a 
county ofhece,”” said an old friend of 
Riley's “Riley was 


pointed to see the young man enter 


rather disap 


politics, but he made up his mind that 
his friend needed his vote at the election 
“Election day found Riley an early 
visitor at the polls where he spent no 
little time learning the secrets of how 
to vote 

“The following day he earnestly told 
some friends about his experience, and 
the way he had marked his ballot 

‘*Why, Jim,’ they laughed, ‘if that 
is the way you did it, you voted for the 
other man!’’’—Jndianapolis New 

Conversational Perils ‘Do you 
believe in reincarnation?’ 

“I’m glad you mentioned that eX 
claimed Senator Sorghum 

* Then you have views on the subject 

“Nothing decided But it’s one of 
the few topics a man can bring up now 
starting a dangerous 

Washington Sta 


adays without 
political argument 


A Publicity Seeker—*Do you sup 
pose Senator Snortworthy will have a 
niche in the hall of fame?” 

‘I doubt if a niche would suit him.” 

“Ves?” 

“What he wants is a raised platform 
extending at least ten feet from the 
vall.”’—Birmingham Age- Herald 


Commercialized Art—‘Are you in 
favor of a third political party?”’ 

“Surely,”’ replied the manager of the 
brass band, “and a fourth and a fifth 
The more processions the better it is 


for the musical business.”—Washington 


Star 
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Maybe you also re 


Remembered 
member the time when the kind of man 


who lapped up cheese and pretzels and 
beer at the bar ascribed his indigestion 


to something he ate at home.—-Dallas 
News 

The Cheaper Way— Gone on a dict 
eh?” 

“Yep.” 

‘To reduce your weight oe 

“No lo reduce expenses.’ —Detroi. 
Kree Press 


The Same—“ Here, waiter; take this 

stuff away. 

ordered mutton, not old boots!”’ 
“Saddle of mutton you said, sir, and 


London Telegraph 


It’s as tough as leather. I 


so it is” 
Grateful Waiter —Anyry Customer 
Look here, waiter, I have just found this 
trouser button in my soup. 
Waiter (with a beaming smile) 
Oh, thank you, sir. [I couldn’t think 
what had become of it.—Detroit Free 


Press 


Ir. Halcyon Days—L. C. Wood, of 
Germantown, is good enough to call at 
tention to the prices of things in Penn’s 
time, as accurately set forth in his de 
lightful book of the olden day, “For a 
Free Conscience.” 

In this truthful romance Calvin Laurie 
month, 


writes—under date of first 
second day, 1681-—to friends in the old 
world: 

“Here wants nothing but peopl 


Chere is not a poor body in the prov- 
ince. 

“ Pork and beef two pence per hundred 
Fish and fowl plenty—-oysters I think 
would serve all England. 

“Indian wheat two shillings and six 
pence per bushel. 

“It is exceedingly good for food every 
way and two are three hundred in- 
crease 

“Cyder good and plenty for one penny 
per quart 

“Good drink that is made of molasses 
stands in about two shillings per barrel 
wholesome like our eight shillings pet 
barrel in England. 

“Good venison, plenty, bought us in at 
eighteenpence per quarter. Eggs three 
All things very plenty 
Vires, 


pence per dozen. 
Lard very good as ever I saw. 


Thug’s Labor Lost 
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walnuts pea hes and strawberries, and 


many other things 
Philadel phia Ledge 


in 


the 


woods sid 











4 Pa, how mu h 


Had No Limousine 
money did Croesus have?”’ 

“Oh, I don’t know. About enough to 
live in what is at present middle-class 
Boston Transcript 


stvle, I guess.”’ 
Taking the Sting Out—“Ilt seems 
to me,” said the old-fashioned man 
“that $75 is a lot of money to pay tor a 
ready made suit of clothes.” 
* Perhaps it is,” 
‘but the salesman made the transaction 


replied the purchaser 


is painless for me as possible.” 

“How so?”’ 

“He told me the same suit would 
probably cost $100 next vear.”’—Bi) 
mingham Age- Herald 


From Imperial Eagle to Liberty Cap 
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JUDGE pays $1 


indicated, must be furnished to show the bona 
inclosed. No material already published as BAD BREAKS will bi 
editor cannot enter into correspondence with contributors to this department. 


B R E 


A K § 


or accepted BAD BREAKS clipped from newspapers, magazines or books. Original clippings, with source 


de nature of the BAD BREAK. No rejected BAD BREAKS will be returned unless postage is 


considered, and no BAD BREAKS in advertisements are desired. Tin 
Vere typographical mishaps are not considered. Many 


duplications are received, and the postmark determines priority of consideration. Cheques for BAD BREAKS are sent upon acce plance 


Shutting Up Shakespeare Dhe 
license for the Gurrick Theater, New 
York City, was revoked by Commis 
sioner Bell on November 3, to15, for per 
mitting IMMORTAL shows.” -7T rent 


Times-Advertiser 


The Cave of the Winds——“‘She sav 
Gale’s mouth open— in a horrible, SouND 


LESS YELI All-Story Weekly 

Multum in Parvo—‘‘The child 1s to 
spend THE FOURTH MONTH EACH WEEK in 
the home of its grandmother.’’—Even/: 


Re positor\ Canton, Oh 


Joyous for the Skied Che HANGING 
of the National Academy Committee is 
progressing rapidly.’ Boston Tran 
ve? pt 

Prohibition Sediment—* The recent 


rains have so compl te ly stirred up the 
mountain streams that sediment in the 
water here makes it s ircely ABLI to 


drink.”’——-Waynesboro (Pa.) Record Herald 


Shooting the Message—** The MISSILE 
read, ‘Wilbur and | escaped the tornado 
\ll is’ well.” —Merrill i Daily 
Herald 


Stunted Ones Wanted The ( 

gal 1 would like some SHOR’ 
CHILDREN’S stories, with a helpful lesson 
not too plainly expressed.” The Writer 


Bost UV 


A Keeper of the Past—'‘Mrs. Bar 
nett, it was reported, is willing to have her 
husband returned to charge of his guar 
dian, IF Iv IS YESTERDAY.” —Tul 
Okla.) Tribrne 


Agile Breast Works “Her 
BREAST leaped to her throat at sight of 
him, immaculate, fit, debonair and 
young! "’—Brees y Stor VU agar ine 


His Financial Eye—‘He had risen 
to his feet. He looked sple ndid; his EYES 
FLUNG BACK THE MONEY in Floris’s face.” 

Vew York Exvenin Jouri 


An Opinionated Firearm — “Thx 
rifle from which the bullet apparently 
had been fired was found suspended 
from an arm of a dressing table in the 
apartment, AFTER AN _ INVESTIGATION 
LATE TODAY EXPRESSED THE OPINION that 
the wound was self inflicted.”’—The Bee 
Danville, V 


A Prolonged Bath “One 
NIGHT when we came in from the MORN 
ING’S swim, there was a telegram from 


Agatha.” —True Story Magazin 


An Able Assistant—*‘She RECLINED in 
the large drawing-room hung with sap 
phire blue brocade, ASSISTED by Mr 
Heath.’ —Lonisville Courier-Journal 


Good Chance to Get a Car Cheap 

Statistics of the California State Bureau 
of Criminal Identification and Investi 
gation show 3272 motor cars were 
reported STOLEN in 1919 BY THE POLICI 
DEPARTMENTS AND Paciric Coast Auto 
MOBILE UNDERWRITEKS CONFERENCE.” 
WV fe bi nd 


Bucket Shopping for Gabriel—*‘‘In 
Maine and elsewhere they will send you 
to PAIL for two years if you deny the 
Bible ON THE JUDGMENT DAY.” —ZJn¢ger- 


? 


l’s 44 Complete Lectures 
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A Near-Beer Candidate—"He is a 
candidate for Joint Representative, is an 
orator, full of energy, snap and pop, and 
would make a live Representative if 
nominated.”’—Covington (Ind.) Republi- 
can. 


Tom-Boy Mary —* Mary Eaton is one 
of seven brothers every one of whom can 
dance, sing, and act.’’—Motion Picture 
WV ad ine 


A Modest Request—"‘Fourteen pairs 
of silk stockings and a silk teddy bear are 
missing from Mrs. McCarthy’s clothes 
line. The POLICE ASK that ANYONE SEEING 
ANOTHER Wearing one pink silk teddy and 
»8 assorted stockings, please notify Mrs 
McCarthy.”—Jackson (Tenn.) Daily Sun 


Digitalismanicure—‘‘Miss Hinifred 
Morden of No. 1124 North avenue, had 
the index finger of her right hand caught 
in a machine yesterday. The FINGER 
was taken to the Memorial hospital where 


the injury was dressed - Viagara F. § 
Gaz ett 
Choked with Emotion Miss 


Emma Whitman Knapp, wealthy Ni 
York young woman, who recently mar 
ried Claron George Soule of Manchester, 
Vt., has become ESTRANGLED from rela 
tives because her husband was a chauffenr 
employed by her uncle.”—Granvill: 
(N. Y.) Sentinel 


Spoofing the Huns—'Yesterday af 
ternoon’s clash in the Silverplatz between 
French troops and population, resulting 
in the KIDDING of six Germans and 
wounding of twoscore.”—New York E: 
ning Mail 








Funeral Churns “Orrin Roberts 
of Champlain succeeds E. W. Redman as 
BUTTER MAKER at the Withrow CEM 
rERY. ’—Stillwater (Minn.) Daily Gazette 


The Morning After—‘‘She wore a 
long brown fur coat and a TONGUE to 
match.” —Washington Star 


His Ouija Boarder—‘“It wasn't a 
pretty fight, for Abel had all the advan 
tage. Goss was no wrestler. Moreover, 
disgust sickened him and shame when he 
remembered his DEAD wife and fourteen 
vear-old kid waitin’ for him lonely at 
home. So he fought dead from the 
start.""—Metropolitan Magazine. 


Assister to a Sister—“ Mr. Moor! 
Is A SISTER Of Mrs. J. E. Minter, of this 
city, and has a host of friends here, who 
ire pleased to learn of his successful en 
gagements in the metropolis.’’—Columbus 
Ga.) Enquirer Sun. 


The Dead Monotony of Home Life 

“Mrs. Harrington was born in the 
house WHERE SHE DIED FIFTY-FIVE YEARS 
4GO the 22nd of last May and had LIvED 
there all her life.’—The St. Lawrence 
Plaindealer (Canton, N. Y.). 


Whaddya Mean, Married/—*Dr 
James Hines of Keyport and Matthew J. 
Reilly of South Amboy were MARRIED 
Tuesday of last week at Keyport.’’—Red 
Bank (N. J.) Register 


The Cost of Information—*Danicl 
Diggs has filed suit in the District 
Supreme Court against the City and 
Suburban Railway Company for $5,000 
damages for alleged personal INQUIRIES.” 

Washington (D. C.) Times. 


The New Graft—‘‘Confident that he 
has regained all his old-time power as the 
result of having MONEY glands grafted on 
himself, Frank Klaus, former middle- 
weight champion, announced to-day 
that he would attempt a “come-back” 
in the ring.—Literary Digest 


Her Gentle Manner of Speech 
“She did not even know how to hold her 
fork, or eat soup. Still less how to dress. 
or talk LIKE A GENTLEMAN.” —Philadel 
phia Esenine Bulletin. 


Double Murder—‘‘Flesh and blood 
could stand no more. I gripped the 
chief’s arm, clamoring at him wildly 
‘Oh, stop her, stop her!’ I cried. ‘Stop 
her, before she kills the poor girl ALi 
OVER AGAIN!'"—Detectize Story Maga 
line 


A Thrifty Bridegroom Martin 
Mason is taking a trip on HIS HONEYMOON 
through Iowa, Colorado and California 
his wife looking after the farm and fam 


ily.”’—Joplin (Mo.) Globe 


The T. B. M. Solves His Problem 
**Home is 4 HAREM of rest to a man after 
a hard day’s work.” —Bellingham (Minn 
Times 


A London Treat—‘My niece has a 
severe headache. Quite prostrate. She 
STRIPPED in the TREET in Piccadilly 
Such a dangerous place, you know.” 
“The Rain Girl.” 


Heirs to Prison—‘‘If you see three 
men strolling about E] Paso with Brown 
HAIR 5 FEET 6 INCHES HIGH, just natur 
ally nab ’em. They’re deserters from the 
army and there’s a reward of $50 per 
on their heads.’’—E/ Paso (Tex.) Times 


Cupid’s Cuff-Links—* Marie-Louise 
watched him with her HAPPY HEART ON 
HER SLEEVI N.Y. Illustrated News 


Where to Go in Hot Weather 
“The upper Connecticut does not be 
come clear of logs thus deposited until 
LATE IN SUMMER WHEN THE RIVER IS 
ICEBOUND.”—New York World 


Cave-Girl Stuff—*She is the kind of 
a girl he can imagine as coming up behind 
his chair and smoothing back the CHAIR 
FROM HIS FOREHEAD.” —Pittsburg Press 


A Cycle of Cacoéthes Scribendi 
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“The airplane has been put to new use 
by Miss Alice A. De Lamar, of Bayshore, 
L. 1. During her stay at Palm Beach, Fla., 
she made a luncheon engagement with 
friends at Miami. In order to be on time 
she took an airplane.””"—New York News. 
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Off the Map—"'As a result of the war oi 
extermination by Federal, State and county 
authorities, the WoRLD is vanishing from 


the Northwest.”—Cincinnati Times Sta 

Wire Samuel F. B. Morse!—‘‘I am 
glad that | went out of my way to have 
the pleasure of looking through the hotel 
there which is made of the remains of the 
Old Mission, the ceilings of which, they 
tell me, were made from TELEGRAPH 
POLES, some of which were over 400 
YEARS OLD.’’—Nebraska Farmer 


A Shirt in the Wind Worth Two in 
the Plant.—‘‘ The intense cold hampered 
the firemen. A sHirt in the wind pre 
vented the entire plant from being de 
stroyed.”’—New York Evening Journal 


Mary, Mary Quite Contrary—* lhe 
suddenness of Miss Pickford’s decision to 
try the joys of MARTIAL existence once 
more is defended by her friends with the 
statement that she simply exemplified 
the innate right of all women to change 
their minds when they so desire.’”’—Nex 
York News 


They All Do It—When the conduc 
tor came along for tickets, he didn’t 
have any, and so HE STOOD ON HIS HEELS 
AND THE BACK OF HIS NECK, as men do 
when they are reaching after money in 
their pockets in the train.” —Philadel phia 
Public Li due r 


But Still She Was Armed—‘‘It was 
her first experience with robbers, and she 
LOST TWO HANDS AND ONE ARM in the en 
counter.” —Pittsburg Press 

One of Old Beelzebub’s Men 
“TD. Dean Seitz of the INFERNAL revenue 
department at Philadelphia, Pa.,_ is 
spending a few days in Syracuse.”’—S yru 

use Post Standard 


Police Finesse—“On the next after 
noon at 3, Turpin and the captain crept 
softly up the stairs of No. 345 Blank 
Street. A dozen PLAIN CLOTHES MEN 
DRESSED IN FULL POLICK UNIFORMS, sO 
as to allay suspicion, waited in the hall 
below.” — Philadelphia North American 


An Old Master—He is now painting 
the barber shop of John Oosse, in the 
YEAR of 1124 West Leonard street 
Northwestern Weekly. 


A Clap-Bored House—* There was 
loud and continued applause from the 
spectators and it was several MONTHS be- 
fore the mayor could continue.’’— Detroit 
Journal 
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ix Hoopsxirtrs anp “As You Were” 





r- INIE was when the 
i rench Stage, per- 
haps in competi- 
tion or in collusion 
with the Long- B \ 


champs race-course, set fash- 





Modest and Other Modes 


ful necks and plump fore- 
arms—costume and covering 
with which some plays that 
hark back to more modest 
WALDRON days regale us. ‘Those must 
have been wonderful times, 








ions in dress for women of the 
well-dressed world, and changed them momentarils 
as they have since been changed—to inspire man with 
the wonders of sartorial ingenuity in alliance with the 
wonders of nature as the fair illustrate them. That was 
when most fashions for women originated in France, and 
when mankind in other countries contemned man-mil- 
liners as they paid the bills. 

Man’s fashions, of course, more arbitrary and per- 
manent, did not come from France: for who could 
imagine an American or an Englishman in balloon 
trousers, flowing coat-skirts and a low-comedy hat? The 
Anglo-Saxon used to wear pretty things in past ages, but 
he has reformed 

Paris may set some fashions still, but not so many. 
Westward the origination 
of dress like the star of em- 
pire has taken its way; and 
little old New York arbi- 
trates a bit in this matter 
today. The stage, as it long 
has been, is the glass of fash- 
ion and the mold of form 
except in certain details, o1 


lack of details. 


a certain 
‘The contra ting pic tures on 
this page suggest something 
of the wide range the stage 


cove}! and uncovel 
Of course in the streets of 
the metropolis one does not 


see any lavish following of 

age fashions One does 
not see, for instance, the oc- 
casional renascence of old- 
time hoop-skirts and crino- 
line effects which left every- 
thing to the imagination of 
man except pretty faces and Vu 


restri ted be auties O1 grace- t kg pt vods f« eadl 





for man in those days never 
got very well acquainted with women until he married 
one, and the charm of such incognita as costume en- 
forced must have been quite different from the charm 
or the charms—of woman’s costume today, both on 
and off the stage. 
Of course the other extreme of costume on the stage 
or the other extremes, for they are many—are not re- 
produced on the streets, or even in JupGe. The police, 
while they seem to be deplorably inactive in some 
things, are keen on public decorum. As to woman’s 
dress on the thoroughfare, there is not much to say. 
It speaks eloquently of other things. If men watch it 
furtively, they study it with avid interest. Even the 
police are now used to it. Yet it is comparatively 
modest, for women at Long- 
champs are now wearing 
only three ounces of clothes 
each in the aggregate, and 
skirts stop at the knees. 
And the stage always in- 
tervenes happily as a re- 
lieving institution. If man 
cannot see what he desires 
to see of woman anywhere 
else, he simply goes to the 
theatre. Of course, he has 
to pick the show, but the 
show is always there to pick. 
Kconomy seems to be the 
rage just now. You see 
overalls on the street in 
place of the good clothes 
in which people used to take 
pride. But you will not 
see many overalls in cer- 
tain shows in the theater, 
for they already have en- 
forced a drastic economy) 
as to clothing. 
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Who Made the Movies? 


B 


Q “ARE there any good motion pictures?” 
* A. “You Betchalife. Crackerjacks.” 
Q. “Many?” 

A. “Nope.” 


Q. “Then the average is 

A. “Punk.” 

Q. “Why?” 

A. Well, it’s a sad story Mates, so gather clos: 


around me. 

It seems Dicky Dockweiler was a simple shoe- 
clerk when the films broke out. His Aunt Meringue 
Doodlebury—on his mother’s side—died, let’s say, 
and left him two thousand American kopeks. 

Naturally, Dicky didn’t know much about business 
Still more naturally, he wanted to invest his two 
thousand so it would bring him in a few hundred or 
thousand per cent, as we all do, and make him rich. 
He heard stories of the fabulous sums cleared by the 
people who were handling the imported French films, 
or making the first American ones. Most naturally of all, 
he decided that it sounded like a pretty good proposition. 

He asked Joe Brown and Abe Steinfelder about it 

Abe said it was bunk. 

Joe said he was crazy 

So he asked the banker. 

The banker said it would most assuredly be an 
exceedingly precarious proposition. He said no in- 
telligent man would think of considering seriously such 
an investment. . (This is interesting. Once or twice, 
years later, Dicky Dockweiler recalled those words, 
uneasily—but only once or twice. And he always 
ended by convincing himself the banker was wrong 
and didn’t know half as much as he did. It sure looked 
that way.) 

But Dicky had the bug—he couldn’t stop. He 
chucked up his job and wired the drummer, who told 
him about what money the movies were making, to 
meet him in Los Angeles. The drummer thought 
that was a great joke. He told all his friends about the 
poor simp who swallowed the story whole and went 
away to blow his Aunt Meringue’s good money on a 
fairy-tale—as if he could make motion pictures!— 
Friend drummer didn’t go to Los. Not much! So now 
he’s sitting around and telling folks how close he came 
to being a Great Man. Says he was only cheated out 
of it by luck. 


But it wasn’t luck. It was good sense 


Lt NSO 


\s for Dicky, he rented a man who said he could 
run a motion- picture camera—for thirty-five dollars 
a week. He came high, but Dicky had to have him. 

An almost-reporter who’d just naturally been 
crowded off the paper by the office-boy, and a near- 
poetess with bobbed hair and two buck-teeth, offered 
themselves as scenario writers, having heard of the 
new venture. It was hard for Dicky to choose which 
The female looked a little more like what he’d always 
supposed real writers looked like—but the reporter 
with the thirst was the better talker. He could almost 
make you dizzy, telling how good he was. He got the 
job. 

Dicky found lots of people willing to help him spend 
his money, and even give him free advice, but it took 
him quite a little while to get going even at that, and 
Aunt Meringue’s two thousand began to look pretty 
sick. Luckily, along came Abe Steinfelder, who'd 
had a change of heart, now that the thing was actuall) 
started, and bought a half-interest with three thousand, 
borrowed money. 

Well, they finally got down to work in an old roller- 
skating rink near a power-plant, with an ex-ballyhoo 
man who bellowed like a bull for director, and an as- 
sorted bunch of spear-carriers from busted road-shows 
for leads and extras. The first picture was from a story. 
they gave the bobbed buck-tooth lady fifteen dollars 
for, to soothe her feelings. By squeezing every dollar 
until they dented it, they finished a short film, and 
another, and were working on the third, and owing 
money all around, with the sheriff waiting, when the 
returns began to come in from Number One. 

When the banker who’d warned Dicky against the 
movies heard of it, he went to bed for a week. Nervous 
prostration. The drummer who wouldn’t meet Dicky 
at Los nearly had a fit, and his wife left him. Joe 
Brown swallowed a good deal and began borrowing 
money wherever he could to start a little motion- 
picture company of his own. 

Dicky’s first picture brought in better than twenty 
thousand dollars. The second netted thirty. The 
third was the worst one of the three—believe it or not— 
but even that brought in thirty-five. The fourth rang 
the bell for fifty. 

At the end of a year Mr. Richard Q. Dockweiler, 
boss of the biggest studio on the Coast, owned a top 

(Continued on page 31) 
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Advice to the Villain 
By Tupor Jenx 
WOR, helpless rogue!—your deepest darkest plas 
In vain you lay to catch the Leading Maz 
Locks, bolts and bars, fell poison and the roy 
Alike deceive the Villain’s fondest hope 
All fail to hold the Hero or to slay 
And then the last reel comes. To your dismay 
Hero and heroine then close up for the clos 
While you must die or register vile throes. 
Theft, murder, forgery, you can’t avoid or shirk 
The worse you an the better is vour work 
No crime’s too bad your weekly check to win 
So love of cash is root of all your sin 
Let me advise each crafty villain bold 
In tragedy alone you'll have the Hero cold 
In comedies no Villain should indulge 
Choose tragedies, where Villains have the bulge 
On Heroines, too, pray never fix your love 
The Hero wins her, or she goes above 
But Female Crooks are born to be your prey 
Irv to reform one. It’s your only way! 





























n by Raven Banros ‘ 
fue ETERNAL FEMININ! 
atalie—Honestly, now, Millicent, how does it hang 


CORN STARCH 


s 
‘Delicious Summer- a wa 
time Desserts ip * 




























HE five delicious Argo 

desserts illustrated here 
were made from recipes con- 
tained in the 64-page Corn 
Products Cook Book. This 
book is beautifully illustra- 
ted, endorsed by Oscar of 
the Waldorf-Astoria, and is 
sent free upon request. Write 
today for your copy. Corn 
Products Refining Company, 
Dept. 14, 17 Battery Place, 
New York. 
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Pathetic plight of Jugg, who, having been 
mistaken for statuary at a costume ball, is 
forced to play the part 


—Princeton Tiger. 


You Said It 

Jack—Say, Jill, you didn’t know that I 
Was an electrician? I missed my calling. 

Jill—How’s that? 

Jack—Why, last night, over at Jane’s the 
electric light fuse burnt out. Guess who fixed it? 
Me—I— myself. 

Jill—Huh! You're no electrician—you’re an 
idiot.— Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 


Presto! 
Here’s one on old Mrs. Gleaner, 
Who was using her vacuum cleaner; 
When baby at play, 
Got right in the way; 
And since then nobody has seen her. 
— Notre Dame Juggler. 


Modern Modesty 
Matron—I object to these one-piece bath- 
ing suits. 
Daughter—O, mother! I think I ought to 
wear something !—California Pelican. 


Why They Drink Wood Alcohol 
“Yes, I was drunk when I married her.”’ 
“What did you do when you regained your 

senses?” . 
“Got drunk again.”— Yale Record. 


Musical Comedy Stuff 
“Oh, you think that a girl can’t be on the 
Stage and be good?” 
“Well, now, I’ll not say that. But I’ve heard 
it isn’t necessary.”—Lehigh Burr. 
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Irresponsible 


Old Stuff 

“ How did it happen?” they asked the scram 
bled motorist, as they picked him and the girl 
up from the roadside and tried to remove the 
tree from the brand new flivver, which had only 
recently superseded the family horse and buggy. 

“Well,” groaned the victim, “I was—er— 
busy, so I just gave her the lines and let her find 
her way home.”’— //linois Siren. 


Clever Idea 
“I know a man that got six barrels of potetoes 
ior inve cdoiiars 
“How'd he work it?” 
“He offered to give five dollars for the best 
specimen of a potato sent him."’-— Notre Dame 
Juggler. 


Forgetful 
Frosh—Ma won't let me use the machine any 
more. 
Emerald—Why ? 
Frosh—I forgot to clean the hairpins out of it 
last night.—Stanford Chaparral. 


Technically Speaking 
The Man—This is quite a book. Believe me, 
the author calls a spade a spade. 
The Girl (interesied)—Really? I must read it. 
What is it about? 
The Man—A book on farm implements.— 
HW ashingion Sun Dodger. 


Two Questions 
Two questions have I pondered 
Since but a little child. 
Where did old Victor Hugo 
And what made Oscar Wilde? 
—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 


FIGURATIVELY SPEAKING 
—Stanford Chaparral. 


Se. g 


Female—W hat’s the trouble between Percival 
Caveman and his partner? 

Male—Oh, she cut a dance with him, so he 
is trying to make her understand “It is not being 
done by our set.” —Syracuse Orange Peel. 


Slips That Count 
Fascinated, 
I watched, 
Eyes glued on her. 
Years ago, , 
My nerves 
Had been shattered 
By the slipping of a ribbon. 
Was it 
To occur again? 
Fascinated, 
I watched; 
It slipped 
Over her shoulder. 
Everything slipped 
Down—down! 
My heart stopped; 
Hers did not. 
Calmly 
She slipped 
The ribbon back.—California Pelican. 


The Proper Place 
He—I feel like proposing. Where can we 
go? 
She—Let’s try the courtyard. —Pitt Panther. 


The Little Dear! 
Mrs. Newlywed (giving first order to butcher 
over phone)—Please send me a pound of steak. 
Butcher—And what else, please? 
Mrs. N.—And—and some gravy.—Penn- 
sylvania Punch Bowl. 
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THE OPENING UP OF THE 
WEST AT THE CLOSE OF THE 
CIVIL. WAR APPEALED TO W. L. 
DOUGLAS AS AN OPPORTUNITY TO 
SEETHE COUNTRY AS WELL mq 
AS PLY HIS TRADE = 








ACCORDINGLY HE JOU R- 
NEYED ACROSS THE PLAING 
AND LOCATED IN BLACK HAWK, 
COLORADO, WHIRE HE CONTIN: 
EO HIS CHOSEN VOCATION 

——_ OF SHOEMAKING 
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Drawn by Harvey Peake i ’s 


Uncie Sam’s DaucuTer— 
Miss WAsHINGTON. 






T* quality of W. L. Douglas product is guar- 
anteed by more than 40 years experience in 


Concerning Rent 
styles are the 


By J. R. McCartuy 





tamping the price on eve of shoes 
S as ap against rs. and 
unreasonable profits is only one example of making fine shoes. The smart 






Or Mr. Robin sits and sings 
While Mrs. Robin gets the thing 


the constant endeavor of W. L. Douglas to 


are made in a well-equipped factory at Brock- 
ton, Mass., by the highest paid, skilled shoe- 





makers, under the direction and supervision of 
experienced men, all working with an honest 
determination to make the best shoes for the 









With which to build their little nest: 
She labors while he takes a rest. 








leaders in the fashion centersof America. They 









every pair go the results of sixty-seven years 
experience in making shoes, dating back to 





price that money can buy. The retail prices 
the time when W. L. Douglas was'a lad of are the same everywhere. They cost no more 
seven, pegging shoes. in San Francisco than they do in New York. 


W. L. Douglas shoes are for sale by over 9000 shoe dealers 
besides our own stores. If your local dealer cannot supply 
ou, take no other make. Order direct from thefactory. Sen 
or klet telling how to order shoes by mail, postage free. 






With muskrats everybody works— 
Neither the wife nor husband shirks: 
And presently they have a home 
Built out of sticks and clay and loam. 









But best of all the turtles crawl CAUTION. — having W. L. Dougies President W. L. DOUGLAS 
SHOE COMPANY 
Out of their eggs and start to haul spose, , Sme i yg A rt _ ~*. HoBrrglas ARK STREET, 
WARE OF FRAUD, —— 





Their little homes upon their backs: 
There’s not a thing the turtle lacks. 
















Now I don’t mind the robin’s luck— 
I like poor Mrs. Muskrat’s pluck ,— 
But this darn turtle bothers me: 

He gets his rent so easily. 





Even Tenor of Her Way 
“You could tell by her voice she was lying.” 
“Then she spoke in her ordinary voice.” 



















The Personal Equation 
Customer—Can you recommend this book? 
Book Salesman—Sure I can! I know the 

author personally. 









Unusual 
“Never,” began the portly and prosperous- 

appearing business man, “will I forget the first 

dollar I earned. J had sweated all week for it, — 



































examine closely. If and nothing looked bigger in the world to me 
Blackheads, Acne, Pimples, ‘Enlarged than that dollar.” 
er ogg: Py Free Seog Bet A for tell “T suppose you used it to build your fortune,” . me. A 
you how to perfect your complexion, interrupted an eager listener. Boge by Mashan Corgan 
GIVENS CHEMICAL CO. “No,” came the response. “I lost itanhour | SHe Removep THE Spots From Her 
227 Chemical Bidg. Kansas City, Mo. later shooting craps.” Huspanp’s Coat. 











Se aaick 


Thousands of Travelers the world 
over depend upon 


MOTHERSILL’S 
SEASICK REMEDY 


guarant 
money refunded. 60c and $1.20. 
MOTHERSILL F REMEDY COMPANY 
T, MICHIGAN 


ems Siri. 























Politics i in Pumpkinville 
By Minna Irvine 


MyY pop he used to hector mom 
So fierce that by and by 
She didn’t hardly dare to look 
A ’tater in the eye. 
She had to scrape and slave and save 
And wear her old black coat,— 
But everything is different 
Since women got the vote. 


For pop he’s up for Constable 
Of Pumpkinville agin 

Aug«stus Abel Brown and pop 
Is mighty set to win, 

And so no matter what mom wants 
He dasn’t turn her down, 

For if he makes her mad, for spite 
She'll go and vote for Brown. 


Changed 


Willis—W omen used to wear clothes to show 


off. 


Gillis—And now they wear them so they don’t 


show at all. 
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Vv: as today Gar Gorpaae tone book. 


M. L. Quinn Conservatory, Studio J E, 598 Columbia Road, bosicn, 2d, mass. 


PIANO! 
aw_44 This interesting Free Book 
ogo how you can become @ ae eve 





KNICKERBOCKER "Siirwai's b Stash ™ 


HENRY W. RAVAGE offers 
1D COMEDY 


SHAVINGS 


Move. y. wortd 


“Ene quae ae by 
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Drawn by Bos Gorpon 


Mistake SOMEWHERE 


Mistress—How was it you stayed two days at 
your last place? 

Maid—Guess | must have overslept meself, 
mum. 


Arches, Not of Victory but 
of Defeat 


(Continued from page 12) 
but he says they ought not to have done the 
way they did. Firkins is pretty mad at ’em. 

For my part I can’t exactly see a toeing-in 
ballet dancer, and if any one moved to re- 
draw the feet in the Cruikshank and Phiz and 
Barnard and Thackeray illustrations, I’d be 
the first to stamp with disapproval. 

And now Firkins is going in for a lot of special 
shoes—he’s a shoe-fancier. Turf-graspers and 
common-sense and other orthopathetic, pho- 
netic, hydraulic, synthetic—I can’t remember 


Drawn by R. A. Cranks 


Fry Paper 
40 


JUDGE 


EVERY UP TO DATE 


Summer Resort requires a supply of 


HLENIA 


Evans 


Beverage 


FORMERLY KNOWN AS CHECONA EVANS ALE 
THE CROWD FOLLOWS EVANS’ 


Your Dealer or €. H. EVANS & ra SONS, ie Hudson, WN. Y. 








the names of all of them. They’re all 
along the Indian lines. As a view they’re 
not much as pulse-quickeners, but he says 
we've all got to come to it. Perhaps we'll 
all grow red if we wear them long enough. | 
do when I think of it. He’s going to start a 
movement soon to have each pair of foot-rests 
at the shoe-polishing establishments converge. 
It’s a bully good thing Firkins has only two 
feet. If he were, say, a centipede, he’d talk 
about them until half-past doomsday. As it 
was he told me more—much, much more about 
it, oh, ald about it until—well, I told him he'd 
convinced me it was time I turned in, and I 
did it. Good night! 

P.S. They decided to let me draw the mar- 
ginal tracks after all. 


Game 

“Any good shooting on your farm?” 

“Fine! I just saw a couple. of Bolsheviki 
sneak into the wood-lot; there’s an oil-stock 
agent going along the lane toward the house; 
I flushed a common hobo down near the rail- 
road track this morning, and I believe that’s a 
long-winded candidate cutting across the 
orchard toward my hired men. Load boti: bar- 
rels, young man, climb over the fence, and sail 


right in!” 














Film Fan 


The magazine that puts you on speak- 
ing terms with your favorite star. 


For Sale at All Newsstands 


15¢ a copy 2450 ever 
(Advertising Rates on Application) 
LESLIE-JUDGE Co. 225 Fifth Avenue, New Yerk City 




















“*A Smart Hotel for Smart Poople’’ 
Sewpepiitan in enue ae ee * 


HOTEL WOLCOTT 


Very desirable for women traveling alone 
Thirty-First Street, by Fifth Avenue, New York 
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Drawn by F. G. Casavant-+ A.C 
“What is your name, little boy?” 


“Me name’s Kid Smith alias Red Kelly, alias the Spider, alias Three- 
Fingered Pete, but mum’s the the word, ’cos I’m wanted by the police.” 


Who Made the Movies? 


(Continued from page 26) 
hat and a million dollars. The ex- 
reporter drove to the corner saloon in a 
blue car with purple stripes and a colored 
chauffeur. The original director had the 
“Ambassador’s Suite” at the biggest 
hotel. Three of the spear-carriers had 
developed into directors in their own 
right, at two hundred a week apiece. An 
ex-pony from the chorus had shown 
“Real Talent” and “Developed” into a 
“Star.” Even the buck-tooth poet-lady 
was scenario-editress at one-twenty-five 
(all dollars, no sense) per week. 

Of course, there weré flickerings. 
Once or twice Richard found the money 
was going as fast and as mysteriously 
as it had come, and had a momentary 
panic. Then he’d fire the manager and a 
couple of directors and all the scenario 
department and hope for better results 
from the new ones; next time, he’d fire the 
new ones and take the old ones back. But 
for the most part the current flowed 
strong. 

No use to tell Dicky anything about 
Robert Browning now! Why, he even 
put Shakspear on the map, by filming 
“All’s Well that Ends Well.” At least, 
he thought it was Shakspear. 








Abe Steinfelder 


separated and 
started a company 
ofhisown. Rich- 


ard Q. fought him 
and pretty near 
busted him. Joe 
Brown _ began 
making pictures on 
a more conserva- 
tive basis, selling 
the films to Pathé 



























to release for 
half again what they cost. He went 
bust a little later, when the cost of 


‘ production went up—didn’t have enough 


available margin. 

Dicky Dockweiler bought himself a 
yacht and a Motion-Picture Theatre 
of his own. 

Happy Days! 

Hence the Movies. 

But it was not always thus. 


Their Excuse 

“I don’t know when,” admiringly said the 
book agent, “I have seen such an industrious, 
well-behaved lot of children.” 

“Eh-yah! Circus in town next week,” re- 
plied Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. 
‘What did you say that there book of your’n 
was about?” 
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DIAMONDS 
|_ON CREDIT 


WATCHES. 
ON CREDIT 


Send for Jewelry 3 
Catalog. It is Free 
Fratenty 1m peerael Diamonds, 
sage Seed and 
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A Query 


By Cuar.totre Becker 








N cabbages one may depend— 
And they are useful, too— 
They fill the garden beds, and end 
As salad or a stew. 








A rose is very sweet, but why i 
When she so useless grows— 
Do we just pass the cabbage by, 
And always praise the rose! 
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Drawn by P. O’Sutiivan 





Plumber—The job wili cost you six hundred 
dollars and seventy-two cents. 

Lady— But haven’t seen the leak yet! 
Plumber—That don’t make. no difference. 











TO'MORROW 
ALRIGHT 


Nalines Remedy 
PM - TABLETS - NR = 
THE IDEAL LAXATIVE 
Used for 30 years 
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AT and “ON” are 
Different Prepositions 


“I feel for once that I have the world at my feet 
—not on my feet—for no in the world ever 
gave me such relief as Allen’s Foot-Ease.” 

So writes a Florida resident after using Allen’s 
Foot-Ease, the antiseptic, h powder for the 
feet. This standard remedy is the universal relief 
for feet that smart, ache, perspire, and are tender 
and hot. Use Allen’s Foot-Ease in the foot-bath, 
then shake it in your shoes. It takes the friction 
from the shoe, freshens the feet and gives new vigor 





Futurist Stuff 

Everything has its compensations, including 
prohibition. 

Therefore, some day one of the thirty-odd 
million persons in this country who are experi- 
menting with home brew will discover a con- 
coction that will cure baldness. 


Classified 
‘* Professor, how do you classify that poem on 
‘The Dairy Herd’?” 
“That is a pastoral.” 
“And that ‘Ode to a Greyhound’?” 
“Oh, that’s doggerel.” 


























Girls! Girls!! 
Clear Your Skin 


With Cuticura 
| ssc (Sy Qremens Tagen of Suare 
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Drawn by L. G. Haut 

Bingville Printer—Did Wacker Bilks pay the 
$27 for those posters advertising his dried 


prune sale? 
Assistant—Yes, he was delighted! He sold 


almost $3 worth of ’em on account of it. 


The Ultimate Thule 
By T. F. Mitcue.i 


There’s music in the bill of fare, 
The clash of cymbals fans the air. 
The drummer’s off upon a tear 
To drag Apollo from his lair. 


I try to eat, my teeth beat time, 
To some Composer’s raggy crime. 
The flutes and-oboes shrilly climb 
To some discordant treble chime. 


I long to seek some neutral zone 
Quite free of any xylophone 
Where clarinets must never moan 
And silent is the saxophone. 


Progress 
“The old-time lover used to kiss her fan or 
her glove.” 
“We can do better than that.” 
“ As to how?” 
“Kiss her lipstick. Next to the real thing.” 





Drawn by E. Stantey Tusnevci. 
“Just a SHapE Unper THE WEATHER’”’ 
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“I Want a Drink ”’ 


THERE are a lot of folks in these United 
States who will sympathize with this cunning 
youngster’s desire for a drink. 

This dimpled infant reminding Mama that 
it’s bottle time expresses an emotion not un- 
common in these days. 

It would be hard to resist the appeal of this 
picture, one of the many noted covers that have 

appeared on JUDGE, “The Happy Medium.” 


eproduced in full colors, mounted on a double mat, 
ma for framing, this appealing picture is yours for = 
cents, postage prepaid. 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 











Commercial, 
and Magazine Illustrating, 
Fashions, 
te for 


Comics, Cartoons, 
O- eitees 
By Mail or Local Classes. Wri 
terms and ee ye nog 
Associated Art Stud 
548 Flatiron Bidg., 

















New York 





The Dear Girl 
“T like Mr. Flubdub. He talks so sensibly.” 
“What did he talk about?” 
“Me.” 


Three Guesses 
“You must meet him. He’s quite distin- 
guished. Member of the League?” 
“Authors, baseball or nations?” 














Regarding Editorial, Subscription and 
Advertising Matters 


SU gti Orricee a _ ea 


foreign countries add 1.00 a year. le copies of present 
year and 1919, 15 cents each; 1918, 20 cents each; 1917, 30 


as connected with JUDGE 


should Beers i to produce 
ADVE. 1SING C OFFICES: Brunswick 
on Marquette ney Chicago: 


cents 





225 Fifth 

Scactle. (Rates $13 —_— 
t 

CHANGE IN IN “abDkE ses Subscriber's old address as well 


as the new must be the change. Also 
give the number appearing on the t band side of the addres 
on the wrapper. It takes from ten days to two weeks to ma ke 
a aan. 

EDITORIAL OFFICE: ty Avenes, New York City 

To Contributors: JupG will be lad to consider jokes and 


2 
stories. Contributions should Ft - be accom: by post 
ase. for their return, if 


Post othe, 1920, b Leslie-Judge Company. Entered at the 
x row ork as oa ail weer. Pub- 

Leslie-Judge Com yy. 225 t venue, 
ened York. ~ A. Sicicher. Pr President, Reuben P. Sleicher, 
Secretary. A. E. Rollauer, 

sey by ‘ae Schweinler Press. 
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225 Fifth Avenue JUDGE New York City 
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SUBSCRIPTIONS 


A Year of JUDGE is a lot 
better than a cycle of Cathay 
and much cheaper at $7, 
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Che Hallphoo Bugle 


A NEWSPAPER with a2 HUNCH 











WEATHER 


A hot wave is predicted for next 
week, exténding throughout 
JUDGE from cover to cover. 

















EXTRA 


Murdered By A 
Movie He-Vamp 


—— 


Spooner Mush, Accused of the 
Crime, is Acquitted with Ex- 
tenuating Circumferences 





——:.0— 
Jemina Jazz the Purple Victim 


New York, May 22, (Special to The Bugle). 
Not since the discovery of custard pie as an ad- 
junct and inspiration of motion-picture art has 
the movie world been so torn asunder with emo- 
tion as by the news that Jemina Jazz was killed 
to death, the only evidence of the crime being a 
rather smallish mosquito bite. 
the Albino Detective, who finally discovered the 
near-culprit, who later proved himself innocent 
of the charge of kissing Jemina Jazz into the 
great beyond. Spooner Mush, the he-Vamp, 
proved himself as innocent of the crime as a mere 
child—nay twins. And it was Ferrett who knew 
all the time that Miss Jazz had died of obtuse 
nausea. 

In the solution of the mystery a picture hang- 
ing on the wall of the deceased’s room played a 
dramatic part—a still alarm, as you might say. 
It was a portrait and when the great deteckative 
afterward saw the same mug on the screen he 
knew that Spooner Mush, with his Mazda lamps 
and his marshmallow lips was the guy that done 
the dirty deed. 

But how the mystery was cleared up, and 
when and why, you will have to read in the pages 
of JupceE and the words of Gelett Burgess. If 
you like fun and fiction riotously intermingled, 
there’s a treat in store for you. Don’t miss “The 
Murder of Jemina Jazz”—the second in the se- 
ries of Gelett Burgess satires on the popular de- 
tective story in next week’s JUDGE. 


“SCRAMBLED EGGS” SCIENCE 

:0:——— 

A New Book Interpreting the Soul of a Duck 
and Upsetting All Barnyard Theories 


New York, May 15, (Special to The Bugle). 
A profound and disturbing study in the psy- 
chology of the duck and other barnyard denizens 
has just been published here, and it will doubtless 
create a furore in poultry circles throughout the 
country. The author of this exhaustive treatise 
is the well-known chicken authority and one- 
time managing editor of “JupcE,” Lawton 
Mackall. A close student of the frailties and 
foibles of the feathered, Mr. Mackall brings to 
bear on his investigations of the life, habits and 





It was Ferrett, , 








What the Swell-Dressed Man Will Swear 





Snapshot of Percival Y. Fribble, our men’s fashion 
editor who has started a campaign to combat the 
spreading overalls’ fever. Percy has invented a 
slogan all by himself. It is “‘ Down with Denim and 
Up with Suspenders.” Percy is some deep thinker. 








intellectual development of the domesticated 
fowl, the richness of his informed, broad-visioned 
understanding of ducks, drakes, roosters, pigeons 
swans, and what he aptly terms “that bold-faced 
speckled creature” the Guinea hen. Henceforth 
one’s belief in the unsophisticated nature of the 
barnyard tribes must be revised. Mr. Mackall 
proves beyond cavil that a simple duck may be a 
faithless waddler and a drake true to his marital 
quacks. 

Giving his volume the ungarnished title of 
“Scrambled Eggs” the author plunges at once 





Are You Reading 


the witty, informative articles on 
the ‘‘Moshun Pitcher’’ industry 
now appearing weekly in JUDGE? 
They are the sanest things in print 
concerning the “‘Movies,” and are 
written by the best-informed man 
in the country connected with the 
business that controls the thought 
and emotions of 


Ten Million People a Day. 


Who makes the movies? What 
makes ’em move? When do they 
tick? What are they doing—what 
have they done—what will they do 
—to Isadore and Maggie and Silas, 
not to mention you and me? Read 


Lenso Every week in Judge 
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into the elucidation of his theories anent barn- 
yard ethics and the social order of the coop, and 
drives home his deductions by employing the 
narrative and dialogue form. Out of the bills of 
his characters—Eustace, Gertrude, Clarence. 
Martha and Phyllis—the moral viewpoint of the 
fowl from egg to axe is shown to be that of sheer 
self-sufficiency,. with only here and there a demon- 
stration of sublime abnegation or a recognition 
of the rights of others. Bolshevism undoubtedly 
had its origin in the breastbone of such birds as 
Clarence. 

Mr. Mackall’s revolutionary book is hand- 
somely illustrated by that arch-impressionist, 
Oliver Herford, and a coat-of-wings designed by 
the - non-conformist cubist Don Herold illumi- 
nates the cover. Stew, Art & Kidd are the pub- 
lishers. 


Personal Mention 





Kenneth Roberts wears low shoes in Summer. 


Don Herold has returned from a flying trip west 
he made recently, but we didn’t learn where Don 
went. 





Eddie Kemble, who spent the Winter in town, 
says he might go up to his farm in Towners, N. Y., 
soon. 

Sce ad. of our new book Everyman’s Guide to 
Motor Efficiency this is a valuable volume & will 
save you $ §. 


Many Jurce readers complain that Stuart Hay 
spelled “father” wrong on his heading in the paper of 
recent date. People expect too much of artists. 
Spelling is for litterateurs, not draftsmen. 


C. F. Peters prefers Higgirs’ Ink to the Bourgeois. 


Benjamin De Casseres says he used to read the 
“Golden Days.” Gosh all hemlock, so did we!, Re- 
member “The Heir to Whitecap,” by Matthew 
White, Jr., Ben? Some serial! 


If W. O. Wilson, who is Art Crawford’s studio 
mate, will sign his drawings WOW, we think he ought 
to add an exclamation point. 





Jim Waldron was to the Theatre Tues. evg. 
G. Hamilton weekended again in Alstead, N. H. 
His cows are doing fine. 





A good deal of talk is being spent cussing & dis- 
cussing the presidential situation and who the next 
tenant of the White House will be, especially among 
the groups in the Postoffice and evenings in Park & 
Tilford’s grocery. Sid Cook of Leslie’s Weekly says 
his straw-vote shows Len Wood a prime favorite. 


Sometimes we feel that the world is not as dark 
as J. K. Bryans paints it, but we don’t mean Jack’s 
pessimistic. Not a bit of it, but his ink bills must be 
enormous. 


That R. F. Schabelitz is an excellent pen-draughts- 


man peves readers all know, but they don’t all know 
e also plays the violin very good too. 

























What Is Success? 


You must read what Maurice 
Switzer, business executive, econ- 
omist, poet and humorist, has to 





say on the subject in 


CASHING IN ON 
WHAT YOU’VE GOT 


Just extra good common sense at- 
tractively and wittily served up. 
Every word is golden for those who 
are able to appreciate that cashing 
in on what we have is entirely 





ible if we will follow some few | 
undamental maxims. Maurice) 


'Switzer has produced an unusual | 
| type of literature; it is unique in its | 
| humorous qualities and _philosophi- | 


There is the flavor of Emerson, a 


»a dash of George Ade in this book. 


4 





cal insight, combined with practical 
everyday advice. 


suggestion of Arnold Bennett, and 


Price $1.00 Postpaid 


Don’t miss reading it.- Send in your 
order to-day, using the coupon below. 


5-5-15-20 





Leslie-Judge Co. 
225 Fifth Avenue 
New York City 
Please send me a copy of ‘“‘ CASH- 
ING IN ON WHAT YOU'VE | 
GOT,” for which I enclose $1.00. 





ed ee 








My Pirate Chief 


By Extas LieBERMAN 


Illustration by Auwert Leverinc 


BY lantern light I found a nook 
And thumbing leaf on leaf, 

With goose-flesh thrills I read my book 
About a pirate chief, 

An arrant scalawag who drank 
His brains into a muss, 

And prodded captives toward a plank 
With sword and arquebus. 


He swore huge oaths; his marline spike 
Belayed without ado 

The cabin boy and mate alike; 
He terrorized the crew. 

He flaunted high the skull and bones 
For many suns and moons, 

A jolly rover, leaving groans 
But taking gold doubloons. 


Friendly Advice 
“My husband liked this hat on the salesgirl 
yesterday.” 
“Well, my dear, I don’t think I’d_ buy 
a hat just because my husband liked it 
on the salesgirl.” 


Drawn by Anruur Lew 


Steel clashed on steel, he liked to boast, 
Entranced him more by far 

Than any wench along the coast 
From Spain to Malabar. 

Like God’s own storms he ravaged free 
The vessels heaving nigh; 

His galleon rode the open sea 
Beneath the open sky. 

Sometimes . . . it may be any place 
Where pass my vagrant feet, 

I seem to spy his leering face; 
It menaces the street. 

About him cling$'a ghostly glow, 
And yet he makes me feel, 

Of all the host who come and go, 
That he alone is real. 





Turned Around 
“A year ago,” said the senator who is a can- 
didate for reélection, “the suffragettes wanted 
to know if I was in their favor.” 
“And now?” 
“Now I want to know if I’m in their favor.” 


“Darn THE Luck, Here’s THE Gano!” 


su, 

















May 15, 1920 














Coming Science 


It took twenty-five centuries for science, after the dis- 
covery of electricity, to understand and obtain the mas- 
tery of that power which now lights our cities, runs our 
railways, and almost with the speed of thought carries 
our messages to the remotest parts of the earth. 

Judged by the results from the study of electrical 
phenomena, how much richer rewards may te expected 
‘from the study and investigation of Fsychical Phenomena 
where the objects are proof of the life beyond, and discov- 
ery of the laws and forces governing the mental and 
material worlds. 

Is the Proof that We Possess Astounding and 
Hitherto Unsuspected Powers within Ourselves of No 
Practical Value? c= we 

Is the Proof of. Survival after Physical Death a Trivial 
Thing?. 

Is the Application of all This to Our Daily Lives 
Useless? 














Many of our leading scientists assert that a Future 
Life has now been scientifically proved. HOW they 
have proved it—the actual methods employed—theé 
actual results at ained—are among the astounding rev- 
elations found in 








_ THE LIBRARY OF THE OCCULT 
THE GATES OF DAWN AND PSYCHICAL SCIENCES 


THE MOST THRILLING—STIMULATING ORIGINAL—THOUGHT PROVOKING—STRIKING— 
CONSOLING WORK EVER PUBLISHED 


|} You cannot afford to be uninformed upon this new science which is the absorbing Topic of the Hour—a science endorsed by 
j| such men as Prof. Curie, Sir William Crookes, Prof. Lombroso, Sir Oliver Lodge, Prof. Flammarion, Sir Arthur Conan 

Doyle, Dr. J. H. Hyslop and many 
others of equal prominence in the 


A FEW OF MANY INTERESTING TOPICS TREATED IN THIS FASCINATING WORK:| scientific world. 


How to Develop Your Psychic Remarkable Hypnotic Phe- Mastering the Self 
Powers ’ 7 nomena so Fear oa tion to Banish It SEND TODAY FOR DESCRIP- 
Crystal Gazing Reincarnation and Eastern The Three Laws of Success TIVE CIRCULAR ILLUSTRATED 
The Origin and Nature of Philosophy The Human Aura WITH SPIRIT AND PSYCHIC 
Consciousness . How We Progress in the Spirit Self and Soul Culture PHOTOGRAPHS, AND LET US 


Veighing the Soul World The M ls of Materializa- 
\ tality and ‘the lee of Con- How Spirit Photography is tion i saat cabsiipl QUOTE YOU OUR BEFORE-PUB- 


servation Possible Power over Animals and In- LICATION PRICE. 
P-ojection of the Astral Body How to Obtain Thought Pho- animate Matter 
Mathematical Proofs of a tographs Creation by the Power of Will : 
Spirit World Reminiscences of Eusapia Memory of Past Lives, and Gentlemen: Send full particulars and 
The Sexes Hereafter Paladino How It Originates before-publication price of The Library of 
What Happens at the Mo- Telepathy from the Dead The Material of Dreams Occult and Psychical Sciences. 
ment of Death Historical Ghosts Dreams of Discovery 
Forms Created by Will , The Psychology of'the Soldier Dreams of Persons met Later 
D-veloping Mediumship How We Obtain Spirit Mes- Dreams of Warning and 
A: tomatic Writing sages through the Subcon- Death 
- rsonal Magnetism scious Morality in Dreams 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
fe. See 
35 
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Ned 

4c ames I’m ‘bad’ as a shopper—what?”” ‘ , Ww ; ‘ 

You’ re a wonder, Dear. Union Forever,” \ os. 4 

I say — particularly Topkis Union.’’ £ 
UT loose and in generous proportions, Topkis Ath- — ghiri:-and-Draweri 7 : | 
letic Underwear has few points-of-contact with your ao | f a'\ Re 
skin. It is made from finest-grade nainsook with the ——— | oe 
skill of the hand-sewn garment. Seams are stitched to Re He at 


stay. Buttons are put on with the bachelor in mind. 


Topkis comes in unions at $1.65, also shirts-and- Ij | 
drawers at $1.00 the garment. Take home a suit of a f 
toppy, top-notch Topkis and let the shopping-expert === 
of the family cast her appraising eye upon it. 


Then, stop in for another five suits on your way 
home tomorrow. They’re so low-priced, compara- 
tively. Know Topkis by the red-diamond label. 

TOPKIS BROTHERS COMPANY, Wilmington, Del. 


General Sales Offices, 350 Broadway, New York City Union Suits 
Also Makers of Women’s, Children’s and Boys’ Athletic Underwear $1.65 each 
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Athletic Underwear 


Copyright 1919, Topkis Brothers Cumpany 





